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REMARKS. 



This tragedy was dedicated to the Earl of Chester- 
field, who was the author's patron, and who, it ill sup* 
posed, assisted him in the corapositioo of the work. 

There are two tragedies uader the tide of " The 
Earl of Essex;" hut the following, by Henry Jone8» 
brought upon the stage in 175S, was most faTOurabiy 
received, and became very attractive. 
f The dramatist, who founds his plot and incideati 
on history, generally adds, from his invention, those 
scenes, which best describe the power of love* Hec^ 
it has been otherwise, at least in the character c^ thd 
qtieen ; whom every distinguished historian, has poiu 
trayed as more enamoured of her favourito EsseXt 
than even this play will exhibit. 

The character of Essex is sustained with greatet 
accuracy : — the fiery quality of his temper $ his at% 
ternato pride and humility, daring and servilityi in 
presence of his royal mistress ; with all his boisterous 
TOWS of loyalty to her ; and tonder oaths of love to 
another. 

The few characters which compose this drama, all 
claim an inte]^est with the reader, were it bnfi from 
their mere names. The great Sir WaltAt B»te\^Vk 
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10 THE EARL OF SiSEZ. [ACT I 

And England bless him, as her guardian saint; 
Such potent instruments I have prepared. 
As shall, with speed, overturn this hated man« 
And dash him down, by proof invincible. 

Bur, His day of glory now. is set in night ; 
And all my anxious hopes, at last, are crownM» 
Those proofs against him, Raleigh*- 

RaL AH arrived 

Bur, Arrived ! how ? when ? 

RaL This very hour, my lord : 
Nay more, a person eeme», of high distinction. 
To prove some secret treaties made by Essex, 
With Scotland's monarch, and the proud Tyrone«v 

Bur, How say'st ? to prov^ them ? 

Ral, Ay, my lord, and back'd 
With circumstances of a stronger nature* 
It now appears, bis secretary. Cuff, 
With Blunt and Lee, were deep concem'd in thi» 
Destructive scheme contrived to raise this lord. 
And ruin Cecil. Oh, it is a subtile, 
A deep-laid mischief, by the earl contrived 
In hour malignant, to (/ertum the state. 
And, horror ta conceive 1 dethrone the queen ! 

Bur, These gladsome tidings fly beyond my hopes! 
The queen wiM listen now, will now believe. 
And trust the counsel of her faithful Burleigh. 
Dispose them well, till kind occasion calls 
Their office forth ; lest prying craft meanwhile 
May tamper with Iheir thoughts and change tHeir 

minds : 
Let them, like batteries concealed, appear 
At once, both to surprise and to destroy. 

RaL His headstrong ftiend, the bold Southampton^ 
too, 
Kow finds his rash endeavours all defeated. 
And storm^ at thee, and the impeaching commons. 

Bur. Let him rav< on, and rage* The lion^ in 
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The toils entangled^ wastes las strength, and loan. 
In vain ; his eftorts but amuse me now«-— 

Enter Gentleman* 

Geni. My lord, the Lady Nottingham desires. 
With much impatience to attend your lordship* 

Bur, What may the purport of her business be f 
Her tender wishes are to £^x tied 
In love's soft Getters, and endearing bands.— 
Conduct her in« lEx^ Gentleman. 

And you, my Raleigh, watch Southampton's steps ; 
With care observe each movement of his friends ; 
That no advantage on that side be lost-— 

[Exk Raleigh. 
Southampton's Essex' second self; 
His daring heart, and bold, ungovan'd tongue, 
Are both enlisted in the rash designs 
Of this proud lord, nor knows a will but his : 
A limb so fix'd, must with the body iall. 

Eiaer Last Nottingham. 

Not. Thrice hail to rescued England's guiding ge« 
nius! 
His country's guardian, and his queen's defence ! 
Great Burleigh, thou whose patrioj; bosom beats 
With Albion's glory, and Eliza's fame ; 
Who shield'st her person, and support'st her throne : 
For thee, what fervent thanks, what ofifer'd vows^ 
Do prostrate millions pay 1 « 

Bur, Bnght excellence. 
This fair applause too highly over-rates. 
Too much extols, the low deserte of Cecil. 

Nat* What praises are too high for patriot worthy 
Or what applause exceeds the price of virtue ? 
My lord, conviction has at last subdued m^ 
And I am honour's proselyte : — Too kmg 
Idy erring heart pursued the ways of &Uion ; 
I own myself t' ^vq been yonr bitt'rest fi)e^ 
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And join'd with Essex in each foal attempt 
To blast your honour and traduce your fame. 

Bur, Though ne'er my wishing heart could caU 
you friend. 
Yet honour and esteem I always bore yon ; 
And never meant, but with respect to serve yon* 

Not, It is enough, my lord, i know it wel^ 
And feel rekindling virtue warm my breast; 
Honour and gratitude their force resume 
Within my heart, and every wish is yours. 
O Cecil, Cecil, what a foe hast thou ! 
A deadly foe, whilst hated Essex lives ! 

Bur, I know it well — but can assign no cause. 

Not, Ambition's restless hand has wound hi» 
thoughts 
Too high for England's welfare ; nay, the queea 
Scarce sits in satety on her throne, while he, 
Th' audacious Essex, freely treads at large. 
And breathes the common air. Ambition is 
The only god he serves; to whom he'd sacrifice 
His honour, country, friends, and every tie 
Of truth and bond of nature ; nay, his love. 

Bur, The man, that in his public duty fails. 
On private virtue will disdainful tread; 
And mighty love, who rules all nature else. 
Must follow here in proud ambition's train. 

Not. Pronounce it not ! my soul abhors the souniL 

Like death O, Cecil, will you kindly lend 

Some pity to a wretch like me ? 

Bur. Command, 
Madam ; my power and will are yours. 

Not. Will Cecil's friendly ear vouchsafe to bend. 
Its great attention to a woman's wrongs ; 
Whose pride and shame, resentment and despair, 
Hise up in raging anarchy at once, 
To tear, with ceaseless pangs, my tortured soul ? 
Words are unequal to the woes I feel; 
And language lessens what my heart endures. 
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Bur. Madam, your wrongs,. I mutt confess^ are 
great; 
Yet still, I fear, you know not half his falsehood* 
Who, that had eyes to look on beauty ; 
Who, but the false, perfidious Essex, could 
Prefer to Nottiogham a Rutland's charms ? 
Start not 1 — By Heaven, I tell you naught but truth, 
W^hat 1 can prove, past doubt ; that he received 
The lady Rutland's hand, in sacred wedlock. 
The very Aigbt before his setting out 
For Ireland. 

Not. Oh 1 may quick destruction seize them ! 
lilay furies blast, and hell destroy their peace ! 
May all their nights 

&ar, I pray, have patience, madam ! 
Bestrain a while your rage ; curses are vain. 
But there's a surer method to destroy him ; 
And, if you'll jpin with me, 'ti^done— he falls. 

Not. Hal say'st thou, Burleigh! Speak, my ge- 
nius, speak ! 
Be quick as vengeance' self to tell me how ! 

Biar, You must have heard, the commons have im- 
peached him. 
And we have proofs sufficient for his ruin. 
But then the queen— -you know how fair he stands 
In her esteem ; and Rutland^, too, his wife, < 

Hath full possession of the royal ear. 
Here then, my Nottingham, begins thy task : 
Try every art t' incense the queen against him. 
Then step between her and the Lady Rutland: 
Observe Southampton, too, with jealous eye; 
Prevent, as n^uch as possible, his suit : 
For, well I know, he will not fail to try 
His eloquence on the behalf of Essex. 

Noi. It shall be done ; his doom is iix'd : he dies* 
Oh 'twas a precious thought ! 1 never knew 
Such heartfelt satisfaction.— £ssex dies I 
And Rutland^ lix her turn, shall learn to Yree^» 
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The time if pwdeus; Pll about it straight 
Come, Tengeance, come ! assist me now to breathe 
Thy venomM spirit in the royal ear ! [SxiU 

bur. There spoke the yery genhis of the sex ! 
A disappointed woman sets no bounds 
To her revenge.—- Her temper's fermM to serve me. 

Emer RALBi«m 

Ral. The Lord Soathampton« with nngoTem'd rage^ 
Resents aloud his disappointed measures. 
I met him in the outward court ; he seeks. 
In haste, your lordship ; and, foi^tting forms. 
Pursues me hither, and demands to see you. 

Bur. Raleigh, 'tis well ! Withdraw— attend tha 
queen-— 
Leave me to deal with this 6'erbearing man. 

lEct^ Ralbi6h« 

Enter Southaiipton. 

South. Where is the man, whom yntoe calls her 
friend ?— • 
I give you joy, my lord !— Your quenchless fury 
At length prevails,— and now your malice triumphs. 
You've hunted honour to the toil of faction^ 
And view his struggles with malicious joy. 

Bur. What means my lord ? 

South. O fraud 1 shall valiant Essex 
fie made a sacrifice to your ambition ? 
Oh, it smells foul, indeed, of rankest malice. 
And the vile statesman's craf^ You dare not, sure. 
Thus bid defiance to each show of worth. 
Each claim of honour : dare not injure thus 
Your suffering country, in her bravest son ! 

Btar. But why should stem reproach her angry 
brow 
Let fall on me ? Am I alone the cause 
That gives this working humour strength ? Do I 
Instruct the public voice to warp his actions ?- 
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Justice untaught^ shall poige the impartial scales. 
And erery curious eye may mark the beam. 

Sotah. The qpecious shield^ which .private malice 

bearsy 
Is eyer blazon'd with some public good ; 
Behiod that artful fence, skulk low> conceal'd. 
The bloody purpose, and the poison'd shaft; 
Ambition there* and envy« nestle close; 
Fnim whence they take their fatal aim unseen ; 
And hcmest merit is their destined mark. 

&ir. My country's welfare, and, my queen's com^ 

mand» 
llaye ever been my guiding stars through life* 
My sure direction stilL — ^To these I now 
Appeal }— from these, no doubt, this lord's miscon^ 

duct 
Hath widely stray'd ; and reason, not revilinj^ 
Must now befriend his cause. 

Stnahi How ill had Providence 
Disposed the suffering world's' oppressed affairs^ 
Had sacred right's eternal rule been left 
To crafty politicians' partial sway ! 
Then power and pride would stretch the enormous 

grasp* 
And call their arbitrary portion, justice : 

Ambition's arm, by avarice urged, would pluck 

The core of honesty from virtue's heart. 

And plant deceit and rancour in its stead : 

Falsehood would trample then on truth and honour^ 

And envy poison sweet benevolence* 

Oh, 'tis a goodly group of attributes^ 

And well befits some statesman's righteous rule t 

Out, out upom such bloody doings ! 

The term of being is not worth the sin ; . 

No human boson can endure its dart 

Then put this cruel purpose from thee far, 

•Vor let the olood pf jEssex whelm thy soul. 
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Bur. 'Tis well, my lord 2 your words no comment 
need; 
No doubt, they've w«ll explained your honest mean« 

'Tis clear and full. To parts, like yours, discretion 
Would be a clog, and caution but incumbrance. 
Yet mark me well, my lord ; the clinging ivy 
With the oak may rise, but with it too must fall. 

South. Thy empty threats, ambitious man, hurt not 
The breast of truth. Fair innocence, and faith. 
Those strangers to thy practised heart, shall shield 
My honour, and preserve my friend. In vain. 
Thy malice, with unequal arm, shall strive 
To tear the applauded wreath from Essex* brow; 
His honest laurel, held aloft by fame. 
Above thy blasting reach, shall safely flourish. 
And bloom immortal to the latest times; 
Whilst thou, amidst thy tangling snares involved, 
Shalt sink confounded, and unpitied fall. 

Bur, Rail on, proud lord, and give thy choler 
vent: 
It wastes itself in vain; the queen shall judge 
Between us in this warm debate. To her 
I now repair : and, in her royal presence. 

You may approve your innocence and faith* 

Perhaps you'll meet me there. Till then, farewell. 

[Exit, 
South, Confusion wait thy steps, thou cruel moa« 
ster ! — 

My noble and illustrious friend betray'd 

By crafty faction, and tyrannic power ! 

His sinking trophies, and his falling fame. 

Oppress my very soul. 1*11 to the queen, - 

Lay all their envy open to her view. 

Confront their malice, and preserve my friend. [Ejtii^ 
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Piraeficc Chambtti 



The QuBBN diicovered, dtting on tier Throne* tU^ 
LB10H9 LoRDs^ and Attenoaiits. 

fitc EUxm Without consulting ne I presomptuou* 
man! 
Who governs here ?— -What ! am not I your queen ? 
You dared not, were he present, take this step. 

RaL Dread soyereign, your ever faithful conmiont 
Have, in their gratitucb and love for you, 
• Ptefeired this ralutary bill against him. 

Bnier Burleigh. 

fitc EUz* You, my Lord Burleigh, must hava 
known of this* 
The commons here impeach the Earl of Essex 
Of practising against the state and me. 
Methinks I mi^t be trusted with the secret 
Speak, for I know it well, ^twas thy contrivance. 
Ha! was it not? You dare not say it was not. 

Bur. I own my judanient did concur with theirs. 
His crimes, I fear, wm justify the charge. 
And vindicate their loyalty and mine. 

ftu. Eliz. Ha! tell not me your smooth deceitfiiF 
story! 
1 know your projectit, and your close cabals. 
You'd turn my fovour into party feuds. 
And use my sceptre as the rod of faction : 
But Henry^ daughter claims a nobler soul. 
t'U'AUfse no party, but will reign o*ex a\\» 
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And my sole rule shall be to bless my people : 
Who serves them best, has still my highest favour: 
This Essex ever did. 

Enter Southampton. 

Behold, Southampton, 

What a base portrait's here ! The faithful Essex 
Here drawn at large, associating with rebels. 
To spoil his country, and dethrone his queen ! 
. South. It 18 not like.— By Heaven, the hand of eHyy 
Drew these. false lines, distorted far from truth 
And honour, and unlike my noble friend 
As light to shade, or hell to highest heaven. 
Thed suffer not, thou best of queens, this lord^ 
This valiant lord, to fall a sacrifice ' 
To treachery ^and base designs; who how 
Engaged death }n all his horrid shapes. 
Amidst a hardy race, inured to danger ; 
But let him, face to face, this charge encoun'ter, 
And every falsehood, like his foes, shall ily. 

Slu. Eliz. To me you seem to recommend strict 
justice, 
lii all her pomp of power. But are you suro 
No subtle. vice conceal'd assumes her garb 1 
Take heed, that malice does not wear the mask. 
Nor envy deck her in the borrow^ guise. 
Rancour has often darkened reason's eye. 
And judgment winks, when passion holds the scale. 
Impeach the very man to whom I owe 
My brightest rays of glory ! Look to it, lords; 
Take care, be cautious on what ground you tread ; 
Let honest means alone secure your footing. 
Baleigh and you withdraw, and wait our leisure. 

[Exeunt Raleigh and Southampton* 
I/>rd Burleigh, stay ; we must with you have fartheip 
Conference.— I see this base contrivance plain. 
Your jealousy and pride, your envy of 
HJj^ shining merit, brought this bill to light. 
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But mark me, as you prize our high regard 
And favour, I command you to suppress it : 
Let not our name and power be embarrassed 
In your perplexing schemes. 'Twas you begai^ 
And therefore you must end it. 

Bur, I obey. 
Yet humbly would entreat you to consider 
How new, unpopular, this step must be. 
To stand between your parliament's enquiry 
And this olFendipg •lofd.-r-We have such proofs—. 

Qu, Eliz. Reserve your proofs to a more proper^ 
season. 
And let tliem then appear. But once again 
We charge you, on your duty and allegiance. 
To stop this vile proceeding ; and to wait 
Till Essex can defend himself in person. 
If then your accusations are of force. 
The laws, and m^ consent, no doubt, are open. 
He has my strict command, with menace mix'd. 
To end efiectually this hated war, 
!Ere he presume to quit the Irish coast. 

Bur, Madam, my duty now compels me to— 

Qu, Eliz. No more ! see that my orders be obey'd: 

\Exii BuRLClGfiU 

Essex a traitor ! — it can never be — 

His grateful and his honest soul disdains it.-*— 

Can he prove false ? so high advanced, so honour'd. 

So near my favour — and — I fear, so near 

My heart! — Impossible. — ^This Burleigh hates him« 

And, as his rival, therefore would destroy him ; 

But he shall find his narrow schemes defeated. 

In vain their fraudful efibrts shall combine 

To shake my settled soul, my firm design; 

Keaolved to lift bright virtue's palm on high, ' 

Support her grandeur, and her foes defy. lExU* 
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ACT THE SECOND. 



CCBNS I. 



^n Antkhamber in the Paiace. 



Enter Burleigh* 

Bur* Essex arrivied ! Confusion to mjr hopes ! 
His presence nvill destroy me with the queen. ' 
I much suspect he had some private notice. 
Perhaps, a punctual order, to return. 
He lurks too near her heart.— -What's to be done f 
Now is the important crisis- 
Keep up thy usual strength, my better genius! 
Direct my steps to crush my mortal foe. 

Enier Queen Elizabeth and Raleigh. 

Stt. Eliz. It cannot be ! Returned without my' 
leave ! 
Against my strict command !-r-Impo8sib1e ! 

RaL Madam, the earl is now at court, and begs 
An audience of your majesty. 

Stu, Eliz. Amazing! 
What ! break his trust ! desert his high command. 
Forsake his post, and disobey his queen I 
'Tis false— invented all. — You wish it so. 

Bur, Madam, I wish some other rumours false ; 
Reports, I fear, of great concern to you. 

ku. Eliz, What rumours ? what reports ? your 
frown would much 
Denote ; your preface seems important«-«Speak. 
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Bur*. Some new commotions are of late sprang up 
In Ireland) where the west is all in arms. 
And moves with hasty march to join Tyrone, 
And all his northern clans. A dreadful power I 
Kay, more ; we have advices from the borders. 
Of sudden risings, near the banks of Tweed ; 
'Tis thought to favour an attempt from Sootland. 
Meanwhile, Tyrone embarks six thousand men 
To land at Milford, and to march where Essex 
Shall join them with his friends. 

^. Eliz. (Apart,) In league with James ! ^ 
And plotting with Tyrone ! It cannot be. 
His very pride disdains such perfidy* 
But is not Essex here without my leave ! 
Against my strict command ! that, that's rebellion* 
The rest, if true, or false, it matters not. 
What's to be done ?.r-admit him to my presence f 
No, no — my dignity, my pride forbid it. 
Ungrateful man, approach me not ; rise, rise, 
Hesentment, and support my soul I Disdain, 
Do thou assist me — Yes^ it shall be so. 

BitT» I see she muses deep ; 
Tyrone's invasion wakes her fear and anger. 
And all her soul is one continued storm. 

2u. Eliz, For once my pride shall stoop ; and I will 
see 
This rash, audacious, this once faVour'd man ; 
But treat him as his daring crimes deserve. 

Enter Squthampton. 

Sptuh. [Knedittg,] Permit me, madam, to approach 
you thus ; 
Thus lowly to present the humble suit 
Of the much-injured, faithful Earl of Essex, 
Who dares not, unpermitted, meet your presence. 
He b^, most gracious queen, to fail before 
Your royal te^t, to clear him to bis sovereign, 
Whom^ iiext to heaven, he wishes most to please^ 
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Let faction load him with her laboaribe hand. 
His innocence shall rise against the weight. 
If but his gracious mistress deign to smile. 

Stu. Miz. Let him appear. [Exii Southampvo#« 
Kow to thy trying task. 
My soul ! Put forth, exert thy utmost strength, 
]^for let an injured queen be tame.— Lie stiU, 
My heart, I cannot listen to thee now. 

Eniei' Essex and Southampton. 

JEtsex, Forgive, thou injured majesty, thou beff 
Of Queens, this seeming disobedience. See, 
I bend submissive in your royal presence. 
With soul as penitent, as if before 
The all-searching eye of Heaven. But, oh, that"^ 

frown! 
My queen's resentment wounds my inmost spirit. 
Strikes me like death, and pierces through ray heart. 

§tu. Eliz. Yon have obey'd, my lord ! you've served 
me well I 
'My deadly foes are quell'd ! and you come home 
A conqueror ! Your country bids you welcome! 
And 1, your queen, applaud !— -Triumphant man I 
What ! is it thus that Essex gains his laurels ? 
What ! is it thus you've borne my high commission t 
How durst you disregard your trusted duty. 
Desert your province, and betray your queen ? 

Essex* I came to clear my injured name from guilty 
Imputed guilt, and slanderous accusations. 
My shame was wafted in each passing gale. 
Each swelling tide came loaded with my wrongs; 
And echo sounded forth, from faction's voice. 
The traitor Essex. — Was't not hard, my queen. 
That, while I stood in danger's dreadful front. 
Encountering death in every shape of terror. 
And bleeding for my country — WasH not hard. 
My mortal enemies at home, like cowards, 
Should in my absence basely blast my fam9;i 
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§ki* JEliz. It is the godlike attribute of kinga^ 
To raise the virtoous, and protect the brave. 
I was the guardian of your reputation ; 
What malice, or what faction, then, could reach you ? 
My honour was exposed, engaged for yours : 
But you found reason to dislike my care. 
And to yourpelf assumed the wrested office. 

Eucx, If aught disloyal in this bosom dwelb. 
If aught of treason lodges in this heart. 
May I to guilt and lasting shame be wedded. 
The sport of faction, and the mark of scorn. 
The world's derision, and my queen's abhorrence* 
Stand forth the villain, whose envenoro'd tongue 
Would taint my honour, and traduce my name. 
Or stamp my conduct with a rebel's brand ! 
Lives there a monster in the haunts of men. 
Dares tear my trophies fix)m their pillar'd base. 
Eclipse my glory, and disgrace my deeds ? 

Qtu Eliz. This ardent language, and this glow of 
soul. 
Were nobly gracefid in a better cause ; 
Where virtue warrants, and where truth inspires : 
But injured truth, with brow invincible. 
Frowns stern reproof upon the false assertion. 
And contradicts it with the force of facts. 
From me you have appealed, ungrateful man ! 
The laws, not I, must listen .to your plea. 
Go, stand the test severe, abide the trial. 
And mourn, too late, the bounty you abused. 

[Exeunt Queen Elizabeth, SouthamptoNi ffc, 

Euex* Is thisHhe just requital, then, of all 
My patriot toils^ and oft-encounter'd perils. 
Amidst the inclemencies of camps and climes ? 
Then be it so.— Unmoved and dauntless, let mt 
shock of adverse fortune firmly stand. ' 



1 
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ErUer Southampton. " 

South, Alas, my lord ! the queen's displeasure kin« 
dies 
With warmth increasing; whilst Lord Burleigh la- 
bours 
T'inflame her wrath, and make it still burn fiercer. 
Essex, I scorn the blaze of courts, the pouip of 
kings ; 
I gire them to the winds, and lighter vaqity ; 
Too long they've robb'd me of substantial bUss, 
Of solid happiness, and true enjoyments. 
But lead me to my mourning love ; alas ! 
She sinks beneath oppressing ills ; she fades, 
She dies for my afflicting pangs, and seeks 
Me, sorrowing, in the walks of woe — ^Distraction ! 
Oh, lead me to her, to my soul's desire^ 

SoiUh. Let caution guide you in this dangerous 
step. 
Consider well, my lord, the consequence-— 
For should the queen (forbid it. Heaven !) discover 
Your private loves, your plighted hands, no power 
On earth could step between you and destructioo. . 

Ettier Burleigh. 

Bur, My lord of Essex, 'tis the queen's command. 
That you forthwith resign your statf of office; 
And further, she confines you to your palace. 

Essex* Welcome, my fate ! Let fortune do her ut- 
most; 
I know the worst, and will confront her malice. 
And bravely bear the unexpected blow. 

Btir. The queen, my lord, demands your quick 
compliance. 

Essex. Go, then, thou gladsome messenger of ill. 
And, joyful, feast thy fierce rapacious soul 
With £s8ex' sudden and accomplish'd fall. 
The trampled corse of all bis envy'd greatness^ 
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Lies prostrate now beneath thy savage feet ; 
But still th' exalted spirit moves above thee. 
€ro, tell the queen thy own detested story : 
Full in her sight disclose the snaky labyrinths. 
And lurking snares, you plant in virtue^s path. 
To catch integrity's unguarded step. 

Bur. Your country has impeached, your queen ac* 
cused you ; 
To these address your best defence, and clear 
Your questioned conduct from disloyal guilt. 
What answer to the queen shall I return ? 

Essex, My staff of office I from her received^ 
And will to her, and her alone, resign it 

Bur. This bold refusal will incense the queen. 
This arrogance will make your guilt the stronger. 

[ExiL 

South. Sustain, my noble friend, thy wonted great- 
ness; 
Collect thy fortitude, and summon all 
Thy soub to bear with strength this crushing weighty 
Which falls severe upon thee ; whilst my friendship 
Shall lend a helping hand, and share the burden. 
I'll hence with speedy and to the queen repair, 
And all the power of warmest words employ. 
To gain you yet one audience more, and bring 
Her majesty to milder thoughts. Farewell. [Exfy. 

Essex, As newly waked from all my dreams of glory^ 
Those gilded visions of deceitful joys, 
I stand confounded at the unlook'd-for change. 
And scarcely feel this thunderbolt of fate. 
The painted clouds, which bore my hopes aloft, 
Alas, are now vanishM to yielding airi 
And I am fall'ii indeed ! — 
How weak is reason, when affection pleads ! 
How hard to turn the fond, deluded heart 
From^flattVing toys, which sooth'd its vanity t 
The laureird trophy, and the loud applause. 
The victor's triumph, and the people's saize^ 



n T6e XABL of XS883t> ACT tU 

The high-faung banner, and recording gold, 
Subdue me still> still cling around my hear^ 
And pull my reason down. 

ErUer Lady RutXANO* 

Rui. Oh, let me fly. 
To clasp* embrace, the lord of my desires. 
My soul's delight, my utmost joy, my husband I 
Once more I hold him ip my eager arms, 
Behold his face, and lose my soul in rapture ! 

Essex. Transporting Uiss ! my richest^ dearest trea^ 
sore! 
My mourning turtle, my long-absept peace. 
Oh, come yet nearer, nearer to my heart ! 
My raptured soul springs forward, to receive thee s 
Thou heayen on earth, thou balm of all my woe t 

Rid. Ob, shall I credit, then, each rayisVd sense f 
Has pitying Heaven consented to my prayer? 
It has, it has ; my Essex is retum'd I 
But language poorly speaks the joys I feel ; 
liet passion paint, and looks express my soul. 

Essex, With thee, my sweetest comiort, I'll retinr 
From splendid palaces^ and glitt'ring throngs^ 
To live embosom'd in the shades of joy, " 
Where sweet content extends her friendly arm^ 
And gives incr^sing love a lasting welcome. 
With thee, I*li timely fiy from proud oppressioD, 
Forget our sorrows, and be bless'd for ever. 

Rut» Oh ! let us hence, beyond the reach of power^ 
Where fortune's hand shall never part us more ! 
In this calm state of innocence and joy. 
Til press thee to my throbbing bosom close. 
Ambition's voice shall call in vain ; the world. 
The thankless world, shall never claim thee more« 
And all thy business shall be love and me« 

Essexn The queen, incensed at my return, abandOQl^ 
me 
To Cecil's malice, and the ra^ g{ {ttft^kto^ 
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Pm now no more the fav'rite child of fortune : 
My enemies have caught'me in the toi]«* 
And life has nothing worth my wish but thee* 

Ria, Delusive dream of fancied happiness ! 
And has my fatal fondness then destroyed thee f 
Ohx have 1 luned thee to the deadly snare 
Thy cruel foes have laid ? 
I dreaded Cecil's malice, and my heart. 
Longing to see thee, with impatience listenM 
To its own alarms ; and prudence sunk beneatb 
The force of love, 

Essex, Forbear^ my only comfort ; 
Oh, tell me not of danger, death, aud Burleigh | 
Let every star shed down its mortal bane 
On my unsheltered head : whilst thus I fold 
Thee in iny raptured arms, I'll brave them all^ 
Defy my fate« and meet its utmost rigour. 

Rtti. Alas, my lord ! consider where we are. 
Oh, 'tis the queen's apartment; 
£ach precious moment is by fate besets 
And time stands trembling whilst we thus confer. 

Essex. Then, let us hence from this detested place ;. 
Bffy rescued soul disdains the house of greatness. 
Where humble honesty can find no shelter. 
From hence we'll fly, where love and greatness call {. 
Where happiness invites-^that wish of all : 
With sweet content emoy each blissful hour, 
IBejiOod the smiles of Kaud, or frowns of power. 

[Ex0unt^ 
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SCENE U 

An Apartment in the Ptilace. 

Enter Burleigh and Lady Nottingham* 

Not. IVly lord, I've sought you out with much im* 
patience. 
You^ve. ha<l au audience of the queen: what follow'^ ?• 

hur. Soon as I told her, Essex had refused 
To yield hift dignities, and stafiTof office. 
Against her l)it;h command, pronounced by me, 
She setMii'd deprived of reason for a moment; 
Her working mind betray'd contending passions ; 
Sht* pauntd, like thunder in some kindling cloud. 
Then inst^mt l)urRt with dreadful fury forth : 
•• And this ih* U!»urateful wretch defy'd my mandated 
The proud> uudiu ious traitor, srorn'd my power ? 
]lo duiYS nut, sure ? — He dies— the viUaiu uies l"* 
1 \nsuuiilv withdrew, 
iUu s*H>n was countermanded, and desired 
To bring the Eari of E&«x to her (.resence, 
1 like It uoi« and mi^oh 1 feiu she'ii stand 
IWi^eeii this h;^h % tieuder and the laws, 

Aw« Is Eij^'X tneu secured ? 

Air« Mao^ou* he is ; 
AmA now CAUMS guankd to the court 

Amct Gbntlsmah. 
^ dbHKt 10 9N yoa, [Eg;/. 
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Not. I attend her. 

Bur, She wants, ne doubt» to be advised by you. 
Improye this fair occasion, urge it home. 

Not, I know her Ibible. Essex long has had. 
An interest in her heart, which nothing can 
Overturn, except his own ungovern'd spirit : 
It is, indeed, the instrument by which 
We work, and cannot fail, if rightly used. 

Bur. Madam, the queen expects you instantly. 
I must withdraw^ and wait the earl's arrival. 

[Excuni s^vcralljf. 



CCENE II. 



The Queen* 8 Ctosetm 

Queen Elizabeth discoverccL 

H^, Eliz. IlUfated, wretched man ! perverse an3 
obstinate ! 
He counterworks my grace, and courts destruction. 
He gives his deadly foes the dagger to 
Desfroy him, and defeats my friendly purpose. 
Which would, by seeming to abandon^ save him< 
Nor will he keep the mask of prudence on 
A moment's space..^What 1 must I bear this scorn ! 
No : let me all the monarch re-assume ; 
Exert my power, and be myself again. 
Oh, iil-perfbrming, disobedient, heart ! 
Why shrink'st thou, fearful, from thy own resolve ^ 

Enter Lady Nottingham. 

Thoa oomest in time ; I'm much disturbed, abusedj 
My Nottinghaitti and would cotoplain to thee 

c 2 
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Of insolenqe, neglect, and high contempt. 

Essex presumed to dictate laws within 

My palace gates. How say'st thou, Nottingham? 

Not, Surely, my gracious queen, it cannot be I 
His heat and passion never could iinpel him 
To take so bold a step, to such rash guilt : 
Methinks his very honour should prevent it. 

2u. Eliz, This 'haughty man has wanton'd with my 
grace. 
Abused my bounty, and despised my favours. 

Not, His* conduct has, 1 fear, been too unguarded : 
His hasty temper knows not where to stop. 
Ambition is the spur of all his actions. 
Which often drives him o'er his duty's limits; 
(At least his enemies would have it so.) 
Bat malice, madam, seldom judges right. 

^u, Eliz, Oh, Nottingham ! his pride is past en- 
during; ' ' 
This insolent, audacious man, forgets 
His honour and allegiance ; — and refused 
To render up his staff of office, here. 
Beneath my very eye. 

Not, Presumptuous man ! 
Your faithful subjects will resent this pride. 
This insolence, thi^ treason to their queen ; 
They must, my graciousf sovereign. 'Tis not safe 
To shield hirii longer from their just resentment. 
Then give him up to justice and the laws. 

^u, Eliz, You seeni well pleased to urge severity. 
Offended majesty but seldom wants 
Such sharp advisers— Yet no attribute 
So well befits the exalted seat supreme. 
And power's disposing hand, as clemency. 
Each crime must from its quality be judged ; 
And pity there should interpose, where npalice 
Is not the aggressor. 

Not, Madam, my sentiments were well intended ; 
Justice^ not malice,' moved my honest zeal» 
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My words were echoes of the public voice^ 
Which daily rises* with repeated cries 
Of high complaint against this haughty lord* 
I pity, from my heart, his rash attempts^ 
And much esteem the man. 
^hi, Eliz. Go, Nottingham, ' 

My mind's disturbed, and send me Rutland hither. 

[Exit Lady Nottinghaj^H, 

O vain distinction of exalted state ! 

No rank ascends above the reach of care. 

Nor dignity can shield a queen from woe. 

Despotic nature's stronger sceptre rules. 

And pain and passion in her right preyailsj^ 

Oh, the unpity'd lot, severe condition^ 

Of solitary, sad, dejected grandeur ! 

Alone condemned to bear th' unsocial throb 

Of heartfelt angnish, and corroding grief ; 

Deprived of what, within his homely shed. 

The poorest peasant in affliction finds. 

The kind, condoling, comfort of a dear 

Partaking friend. 

EfUfr Ladt Rut|.amq^ 

Rutland, I want thy timely 

CopnseL Vm importuned, and urged to punish-— 

!But justice, sometimes, has a cruel sound. 

£ssex has, 

Ko doubt, provoked my anger, and the laws ; 

His haoehty conduct calls for sharp reproof. 

And juist correction. Yet I think him guiltless 

Of studied treasons, or designed rebellion. 

Then, tell me, Rutland, what the world reports^ 

"What censure says of his unruly deeds. 

Rui. The world, with envy's eye, beholds his 
merit: 
Madam, His malice all, and false report. 
I imm his noble heart, His filPd with honour : 
Ho trait'roiis taint iias touched his geutrous ^>3\\ 
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His grateful mind still glows with pure afiectio ; 
And all his thoughts are loyalt^r and you. 

Qu. Eliz> I grant you» Ruilijid« all you aav« vi^ 
think 
The earl possessed of many splendid yirtues* 
What pity 'tis, he should afford his foes 
Such frequent, sad occasi9ii8 to undo him ! 

Hut, What human heart can, unafBicted, bea^ 
Such manly merit in distress, beset 
By cruel foes^ and faction's «avage cry ? 
My good, my gracious mistress, stretch, betimes^ 
Your'^aving arm, and snatch him from destruction^ 
From deadly malice, treachery, and CeciL 
Oh, let him live, to clear his conduct up ! 
My gracious queen, he'll nobly earn your boaaty> 
And with his dearest blood deserve your mercy. 

Qu, Eliz, He/ words betray a warm, unusaal^ fe^* 
vour; 
Mere friendship never could inspire this transport. 

[Aside 
1 never doubted but the earl was brave ; 
His life and valiant actions all declare it: 
I think him honest too, but rash and headstrong* 
1 gladly would preserve him from his foes. 
And therefore am resolved once more to see him. 

Rut. Oh, 'tis a godlike thought, and Heav'n itself 
Inspire i it. Sure some angel moves yodr hearty 
Vour royal heart, to pity and forgiveness. 
This gracious deed shall shine in future story. 
And deck your annals with the brightest virtue ;. 
Posterity shall praise the princely act. 
And ages yet to come record your goodness. 

§lu, Eliz. ril hear no more — Must J thien leam 
from you 
To know my province, and be taught to move. 
As each designing mind directs ? — Leave me. 

Rui. Her frowns are dreadful^ wi Iper aye lodci 
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^ tremble for my Essex. Save him, Heav'n ! [Exit, 
dn. Eliz, Her warmth has touch'd me home. My 
jealoas hieart, 
^iVly fearful and suspicious soul's alarmed. 

Enter Burleigh, Raleigh, and Gentlbmev. 

Bur, The Earl of Essex waits your royal will. 

^hi, Eliz. Let him approach — And now once more 
' support 
*Thy dignity, my soul ; nor yield thy greatness 
7o strong usurpilig passion — But he comes* 

Enter Essex and Southampton. 

Essex. Permitted thus to bend, with prostrate heart, 

[Kneels, 
IBefore your sacred majesty ; I come, 
With every grateful sense of royal favour 
Deeply engraved within my conscious soul, 

Stu, Eliz. I sent my orders for your staff of office. 
Essex. Madam, my envy'd dignities and honours, 
. J[ first from your own royal hand received. 
And therefore justly held it far beneath me 
To yield my trophies, and exalted power. 
So dearly purchased in the field of glory. 
To hand^ unworthy. No, my gracous queesj 
I meant to lay them at your royal feet ; 
Where life itself a willing victim falls. 
If you command. 

Stu. Eliz. High swelling words, my lord, but ill 
supply 
The place of deeds, and duty's just demand. 
In danger's onset, and the day of trial. 
Conviction still on acting worth attends ; 
Whilst mere professions are by doubts encumber'd. 

Essex. My deeds have oft declared in danger's front 
How far my duty and my valuur lead me. 
Allegiance still my thirst of glory fired. 
And all my bravely gather'd^ envy'd laurels 
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Were purchased only to adorn my queen: 

Qu. EUz. Your guUty scorn of my entrt^st^ power# 
When with my mortal foes you tamely dally'd> 
By hardy rebell braved, you poorly sought 
A servile pause^ and begged a shameful truce. 
Should Essex thus^ so meanly compromise^ 
And lose the harvest of a plenteous glory« 
In idle treaties, and suspicious parley ? , 

Essex. O, deadly stroke ! My life's the destined 
mark. 
The poisoned sbafl has drank my spirits deep.*^ 
Is't come to this ? Conspire with rebels ! Ha ! 
Fve served you> madam, with the utmost perils 
And ever gloried in th' illustrious danger. 
Where famine faced me with her meagre mien^ 
And pestilence and death brought up her train* 
I've fought your battles, in despite of nature. 
Where seasons sicken'd, and the clime was fate* 
My power to parley, or to fight, I had 
From you ; the time and circumstance did call 
Aloud for mutual treaty and condition ; 
For that I stand a guarded felon here ; a traitor, 
Hemm'd in by villains, and by slaves surrounded]* 
§iiu Eliz. Shall added insolence, with crest auda« 
cious. 
Her front uplift against the face of power? 
Think not that injured majesty will bear 
Such arrogance uncheck'd, or unchastised. 
Ko public trust becomes the man, who treadi!. 
With scornful steps, in honour^s sacred path. 
And stands at bold defiance with his duty. 

' Essex. Away with dignities and hated trust| 
With tlattering honours, and deceitful power ! 
Invert th' eternal rules of right and justice; 
Let villains thrive, and outcast virtue perish; 
Let slaves be raised, and cowards have commands 
Take, take your gaudy trifles back, those baits 
Of vice, and virtue's bane.' Tis clear, my (}ueei% 
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My royal mistress^ casts me off; nay, joins 
With Cecil to destroy my life and fame. 

fill. EU& Presnming wretch ! Audacious traitor ! 

Essex, Traitor! 

S^, EUz, Hence from my sight, ungrateful slave, 
and learn 
At distance to revere your queen ! 

Essex* Yes; let 
me fly beydnd the limits of the world. 
And nature's verge, from proud oppression far, 
from malice, tyranny, from courts, from you. > 

Qu. Elk. Traitor ! villain ! [Sirikes him. 

Essex. Confusion ! what, a blow ! 
Hestrain, good Heaven ! down, down, thou rebel pas^ 

sion. 
And, judgment, take the reins. Madam, 'tis well— > 
Your soldier ^lls degraded ; 
His glory's tamish'd, and his fame undone. 
O, bounteous recompence from royal hands ! 
But you, ye implements, beware, beware, 
What honour wrong'd, and honest wrath can act. 

dtf. Eliz. What would th' imperious traitor do? 
My life / 

J^yond thy wretched purpose stands secure. 
Go, learn at leisure what 3rour deeds deserve. 
And tremble at the vengeance you provoke. 

[Exeunt all ba Essex and SouTHAMPTOif. 

Essex* Disgraced and struck! Damnation! Death 
were glorious ! 
Sevenge! revenge! 

SoiaK Alai, my friend ! what would 
Thy rage attempt ? Consider well the great 
Advantage new your rash, ungovem'd temper 
Affiyrds your foes. The queen, incensed, will let 
Their fury loose.— I dread the dire event ! 

EsKt, Has honest pride no just resentment left? 
Nor injured honour, feeling ? — Not revenge ! 

Hi|^ Hquvqr riMll h«ar, aiid earth re^etim'j wiow'^^. 
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Hot indignation burns within my soul. 

rU do Aome dreadful thing! — I know not what; 

Some deeds as horrid as the shame I feel. 

Shall startle nature, and alarm the world. 

Then hence, like lightning, let me furious fly, . 

To hurl destmction* at my foes on high ; 

Pull down oppression from its tyrant seat,. 

Redeem my glory, or embrace my fate. [Exaaii 



] 
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SCENE I. 

Tlie Palace. 

ErUer Queen Euzabeth and Nottinguais;}* 

Slu. Eliz. Not taken yet ? 

Not. No, madam : for the Earl 
Of Essex, leagued with desperate friends, made strong 
And obstinate resistance; till, at length, 
0*erpower'd by numbers, and increasing force. 
He fled for shelter to a small retreat, 
A summer. house, upon the Thames ; resolved 
To perish, rather than submit to power. 

Qu» Eliz, Oh, where shall majesty bestow its fflh 
vours. 
Since Essex has a traitor proved to me. 
Whose arm hath raised him up to power and great* 

ness; 
Whose besurt has shared in a\Y Va& B.\\«u^vi Vcmm^bsi 

6 
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And &el8^ ev'n now, bis traitorous deeds with pity ? 
But hence with pity, and the woman's pangs : 
Beseotment governs, and the queen shall punish. 

Btar. Illustrious queen ! the traitors all are seized* 
Their black debates 

Were held at Drury House. The dire result 
Was this : that Essex should alarm the citizens 
To open mutiny, and bold rebellion. 
Their purpose was to seize your royal palace. 
And sacred person ; but your faithful people. 
As by one mind informed, one zeal inspired. 
Rose up at once, and with their virtue quell'd them. 

Stu, EUz, Thanks to their honest, to their loyal 
hearts ! 
But say, were any persons else concern'd. 
Of high distinction, or of noted rank ? 

Bur, Yes, madam, many more ; 
'Mong whom the bold Southampton foremost stands. 
They're now our prisoners, and are safe secured ; 
Bu£ Essex, with Southampton, and the rest 
Of greater note, I would not dare dispose of 
Without your royal mandate ; and they now 
Attend without, to know your final pleasure. 

Qu, Eliz, Is this the just return of all my care } 
My anxious toilsome days, and watctiful nights ? 
Have 1 sent forth a wish, that went uot fre^ghted 
With all my people's good ? Or have I life. 
Or length of days desired, but for their sake i 
The public good is all my private care ! 
Then could I think this grateful isle 
Contained one traitor's heart ? But, least of all. 
That Essex' breast should lodge it ? Call the mon^ 

ster. 
And let me meet this rebel face to face ! 
Po you withdraw, and wait within our call. 

[Eg€ivu Burleigh and Notii^QiUK^^ 
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Enier Essex. 

You see, we dare abkle your dangerous presence^ 
Though treason sits within yoar heart enthroned. 
And on that brow rebellion lours, where once 
Such boasted loyalty was said to flourish* 
How low the traitor can degrade the soldier I 
Guilt glares in conscious dye upon thy cheek. 
And inward horror trembles in thine eye. 
How mean is fraud ! How base ingratitude ! 

Essex- Forbear reproach, thou injured majesty, 
Kor wc^und with piercing looks, a heart already 
With anguifth torn, and bleeding with remorse. . 
Your awful looks, alone, are annM with death. 
And justice gives them terror. 

Qu. Eliz. Hapless man ! 
What cause could prompt, what fiend could ui^ 

thee on 
To this detested deed ? Could I from thee 
Expect to meet this base return ? from thee^ 
To whom I ought to fly with all the confidence 
That giving bounty ever could inspire. 
Or seeming gratitude and worth could promise ? 

Essex- Alas ! I own my crimes, and feel my trea* 
sons; 
They press me down beneath the reach of pity. 
Despair alone can shield me from myself. 

$tt. Eliz. My pride forbids me to reproach thee 
more; 
My pity, rather, would relieve thy sorrow. 
The people's clamours, and my special safety. 
Cull loud for justice, and demand your life. 
But if forgiveness from an injured queen 
Can make the few short hours you live more easy, 
I give it freely, from my pitying heart; 
And wish my willing power could grant thee more. 

Essex, Ob, let me prostrate thus before you fall. 
My better angel, and my guardian genius ! 
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Permit me^ royal mistress, to announce 
My faithfiiil «entinients, my soul's true dictates ; . 
Vonchfafe your Essex but this one request. 
This 6nly boon—he'll thank yon with his last. 
His dying breath, and bless you in his passage, 

Q^. Eliz* Hise, my lord I 
If aught you hdve to -offer can allay 
Your woes, and reconcile you to your fate. 
Proceed ; — and I with patient ear will listen. 

Essex. My real errors, and oiy seeming crimes. 
Would weary mercy, and make goodness poor : 
And yet the source of all ray greatest faults 
Was loyalty misled, and duty in extreme. 
So jealous was my sanguine heart, so warm 
A£^ction's zeal, 1 could not bear the least 
Suspicion of my duty to my queen. 
This drove me from my high command in Ireland } 
This, too, impelled me to that rude behaviour* 
Which justly urged the shameful blow 1 felt ; 
And this» O fata! rashness ! made me think 
My queen had given her Essex up, a victim % 

To statesmen's schemes, and uicked policy. 
Stung by that piercing thought, my madness flew 
Beyond all bounds, and now, alas ! has brought me 
To this most shameful fall; and, what's still. worse. 
My own repn^aches, and my queen's displeasure. 

Stu, Eliz. Unhappy man ! My yielding soul is 
touch'd, 
.And pity pleads thy cause within my breast. . 

Essex, Say, but, my gracious sovereign, ere I gp 
For ever from your presence, that you think me 
Guiltless of all attempts against your throne. 
And sacred life. Your faithful Essex ne'er 
.Could harbour in his breast so foul a thought. 
Believe it not, my queen. By heaven, I swear. 
When in my highest pitch of glory raised^-r- 
The splendid nooa of fortune's brightest sunshifie,^«- 
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Not ages of rienown««-cou1d yield me half 
The joy, nor make my life so greatly blest;^ 
As saving yours, though for a single hpur. 

2u. Eliz. My lord, I would coavince you, that I 
still 
Eegard your life, and labour to preserve it ; 
But cannot screen you from a pubhc trial* 
With prudence make your best defence : bat filioald 
Severity her iron jurisdiction 
Extend too far, and give thee up condemned 
To angry laws, thy queen will not foreet thee* 
Yet, lest you then should want a faithnil frien d 
(For friends will fly you in the time of ne^) 
Here, from my finger, take this ring, a pledge 
Of mercy ; having this> you ne'er shall need 
An advocate with me ^ for whensoe'er 
You give, or send it back, by heaven, I swear. 
As I do hope for mercy on my soul. 
That I will grant whatever boon you ask. . 

Essex. Oh, grace surprising ! most amazing good- 
ness! 
Words cannot paint the transports of my soul ! 
Let me receive it on my grateful knees. 
At once to thank, and bless the hand that gives it. 

2u: Eliz, Depend, my lord, on this— «'twikt you 
and me. 
This ring shall be a private mark of faith 

[Gives the ring^ 
Inviolate. Be confident ; cheer up ; 
Dispel each melancholy fear, and trust 
Your sovereign's promise — she will ne'er forsake you. 

Essex, Let Providence dispose my lot as 'twill. 
May watchful angels ever guard my queen ; 
May healing wisdom in her counciU reign^ 
And firm fidelity surround her throne; 
May victory her dreaded banners bear. 
And joyful conquests crown her soIdierB^ brow ; 
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Let every bliss he mingled in her cap. 

And Heaven, at last, become her great revrard. 

UExU. 
,9u. Eliz. Tis done ; 
And yet foreboding treinors shake my heart. 
Something sits heavy here, and presses dawn- 
My spiritii with its weight. What can it mean ? 
Suppose he. is condemn d 1 my royal word 
Is plighted for his life ; his enemies, 
Ko doubt^ will censure much.— -No matter ; let them.; 
I kaow him honjBst, and despise their malice. 

^nicr Countess qfRjjTLMiD, 

But^ .Where is the queen ? Vi\ fall before her feet 
Prostrate; implore, besiege her royal heart, 
^nd force her to forgive. 

jQu. EHz. What naeaas this phrensy ? 

Rut, Ob, gracious queen ! if ever pity touch'd 
Your generous breast, let not the cruel axe 
Destroy hi? precious life ; preserve my Essex, 
My life, my hope, my joy, my all, my husband ! 

i{tf.£/iz.. Husband I-;- What sudden, dez^dly t^low 
is this ! 
Hold up, my soul, nor sink beneath this wpui^d. — r— . 
You beg a traitor^s life ! 

Rut. Ob, gracious queen J 
He everloved-rrVas (ever faithful-rrbrave i 
If nature dwells about your heart, oh, spurn 
Me not I— My lord ! my love ! my husband bleeds ! 

Qfi. Eliz. Take her away. 

Rut. I cannot let you go. 
]EIold off your hsinds ! — Here on this spot I'll fix — 
Here lose all sense. Still let me stretcU these arms. 
Inexorable queen ! — He yet may live. 
Oh, give him to my poor, afflicted heart 1 
One pitying lool^, to save me from distraction. 
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" Shu EHz. Ill hear no more» I'm tortured — take 
her hence. 

Rut. Nay, force me not away« — Inhuman wretchesi 
Oh, mercy, mercy ! — Then to thee, good Heaven, 
(My queen, my cruel queen, denies to hear me ! ) 
To thee , for mercy bend. 
Melt down her foo»*m's frozen 8en8e> to feel 
Some poition of my deadly grief, my fell 
Distraction. — Turn, oh, turn, and see a wife, 
A tortured wife 

Hu, Eliz. Why am I not obey'd ? 

Rut. Nay, do not thus 
Abandon me to fell despair. Just Heaven, 
That sees my sorrows, will avenge the wrong 
This cruel wrong— -this barbarous tyranny. 

{JPorced off, 

Qu, Eliz. Wedded to Rutland ! Most unhappy 
pair! 
And, oh, iil-fated queen ! Never till now 
Did sorrow settle in my heart its throne. 
Recall my pledge of safety from his hands. 
And give him up to death ! — ^But life or death 
To me 13 equal now. 

Unhappy state, where peace shall never come I 
One fatal moment has confirmed my doom— - 
Turn'd all my comfort to intestine strife. 
And fiiU'd with mortal pangs my future life 1 [jEjrrV* 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 



6CEMB I. 



A Room in the Tower, 



Enter Raleigh and Lieutenant of the Towee. 

itcd. Their peers, with much indulgence, heard 
their plea. 
And gave them ample scope for their defence ; 
But naught availM — their crimes were too notorious. 
They bore their srentence with becoming spirit; 
And here's the royal mandate for their deaths. — 
The Lady Nottingham 1 What brings her hither ? 

Enter Lady Nottingham. 

Not, Lieutenant, lead me to the Earl of Essex, 
I bring a message to him from the queen. 

Lieut, He's with his friend, the brave Southampton, 
madam, 
Preparing now for his expect^ fate. 
But I'll acquaint his lordship with your pleasure. 

[Exit. 

RaL What means this message ? Does the qQeen 
relent ? 

Not. I fear she does ; 
Go you to courts for Cecil there expects you. 
I've promised to acquaint hrm with what passes 
'Twixt me and Essex, ere I see the queen, 

JRo/. Madam, I go. [Exit. 

Not. NoW| vengeance^ steel my heart i 
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Offended woinan> whilst her pride remaiiu^ 
To malice ooly« and revenge, will bow; 
And every virttie at that altar sacrifice. 
But see, he comes, with manly sorrow clad* 
There was a time, that presence could subdue 
]V}y pride, and melt my heart to gentle pity. 
J then could find no joy but in bis smiles. 
And thought him lovely as the summer's bloom; 
But all his beauties are now hateful grown^ 

Enter Essex. 

Essex, Whether you bring me deatb, or life, I 
know not. 
But, if strict fri<endship, and remenibrance past. 
May aught presage to my afflicted heart. 
Sure mercy only from those lips should flow. 
And grace be utter'd from that friendly tongue. 

NoL My lojrd, I'm glad you t^n|c me still your 
friend, 
r come not to upbraid, but serve you now ; 
And pleased 1 am to be the messenger 
Of such glad tidings, in the day of trouble. 
As I now bring you. When the queen had heard," 
That by the Iprds you were condemn'd to die. 
She sent me, in her mercy, here to know 
If you had aught to offer, that might move 
Her royal clemency to spare your life. 

Essex. Could any circumstance new lustre add 
To my dread sovereign's goodness, 'tis the making 
T'he ki^nd, the generous Nottingham its messenger. 

Not, "lis well, my lord; but there's no time to 
spare — 
The queen impatient waits for my return. 

Essex. My heart was wishing for some faithful 
friend, 
4nd bounteous Heaven hath sent thee to my hopes. 
Know then, kind Nottingham, for now I'll trust 
yhee with the dearest secret of my life, 

5 
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« 

7is not long since^ the queen (who well foresaw 
To what the malice of my foes would drive me) 
Ckiye me this ring, this sacred pledge of mercy; 
And with it made a solemn yow to Heaven, 
That, whensoever I should give, or send 
It back again, she'd freely grant whatever 
Request I then should make. 

Not. Give, give it me, 
My lord ! and let me fly, on friendship's wingSi 
To bear it to the queen, and to it add 
My prayers and influence to preserve thy life. 

Emcx. Oh ! take it then— it ib the pledge of life \ 
Oh ! it is my dear Southampton's 
Last, last remaining stay ! his thread of being. 
Which more than worlds I prize ! — Ob, take it; then; 
Take it, thou guard i&n aitgel of my life. 
And ofier up the incense of my prayer ! 
Oh, beg, entreat, implore her majesty. 
From public shame, and ignominious death. 
And firom the obdurate axe, to save my friend. 

Not, My lord, with all the powers that nature gave 
And friendship can inspire, rll urge the queen 
To grant you your request. 

Essex. Kind Nottingham! 
Your pious offices shall ever be 
My fervent theme ; and if my doubtful span 
Relenting Heaven should stretch to years remote. 
Each pasing hour shall still remind my thoughts. 
And tell me, that I owe my all to thee : 
My friend shall thank you too for lengthen'd life* 
And now I fly with comfort to his arms. 
To let him kailw the mercy that yoa bring. [Exetmt^ 
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8CBVB U» 



The Court. 



BfUer Queen Elizabeth and Burleigci. 

Bu, Eliz. Ha ! is not Nottingham retnm'd? 

Bur, No, madam. 

Sic Eliz. Dispatch a speedy messenger to haste 
her.— 
My agitated heart can find no rest* 
So near the brink of fate — unhappy man I 

Enter Lady Nottingham. 

How BOw» my Nottingham — what news from Essex} 
What says the eBxl ? 

Not. I wish, with all my sou)» 
The ungrateful task had been another's lot.^ 
I dread to tell it — lost, ill-fated man ! 

Stf. Eliz. What means this mystery, this strange 
behaviour ? 
Pronounce— declare at once ; what said the earl ^ 

Not. Alas, my queen 1 1 fear to say ; his mind 
Is in the strangest mood that ever pride 
On blackfst thoughts begot. ■ He scarce would 

speak ; 
And when he did, it was with suUenness, 
With hasty tone, and downcast look. ^ 

Qu, Eliz. Amazing ! 
Not feel the terrors of approaching death ! 
Nor yet the joyful dawn of promised life ! 

Not^ He rather seem'd insensible to both. 
And with a cold indifference heard your oifer; 
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Till wanning ap> by slow degrees, resentment 
Began to swell hts restless, haughty mind ; 
And proud disdain provoked him to exclaioi 
Aloud, against the partial power of fortune. 
And faction's rage. I begg'd him to consider 
His sad condition ; nor repulse, with scorn. 
The only hand that could preserve him. 

2u.Eliz. Ha! 
What ! — Said he nothing of a private import ? 
Ko circumstance — no pledge — no ring ? 

Not, None, madam ! 
But, with contemptuous front, disclaim'd at once 
Your profier*d grace ; and scorn'd, he said, a life. 
Upon such terms bestow'd. 

Shu EUz. Impossible ! 
Could Essex treat me thus ?— »You basely wrong him. 
And wrest his meaning from the purposed point. 
Recall betimes the horrid words youVe utter'd : 
Confess, and own the whole you've said was false. 

Ncft. Madanei, by truth, and duty, both compell'd. 
Against the pleadings of my pitying sou), 
I must declare ( Heaven-knows with what reluctance). 
That never pride insulted mercy more. 
He ran o'er all the dangers he had past; 
His mighty deeds; his service to the state; 
Accused your majesty of partial leaning 
To ^vourite lords, to whom he falls a sacrifice; 
Appeals to justice, and to future times. 
How much he feels from proud oppression's arm : 
Nay, something too he darkly hinted at. 
Of jealous disappointment, and revenge. 

iu. EUz, Eternal silence seal thy venom'd lips 
What hast thou utter'd, wretch, to rouse at once 
A whirlwind in my soul, which roots up pity> 
And destroys my peace! 
Let him this iiistant to th^ block be led. 

[Ba^U NOTTINCHAM. 
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Upbraid me with my fatal fondness for him I 
Ungrateful, barbarous ruffian ! O, Elizabeth I 
Remember now thy long-eatablish'd fame. 
Thy envy'd glory, and thy father^t spirit. 
Accuse me of injustice too> and cruelty !-— 
Yes, V\\ tbb instant to the Tower, forget 
My regal state, and to his face confront him: 
Confound the audacious villain with my presence* 
And add new terrors to the uplifted axe. lExit* 



SCENE III. 



The Tower. 



Enter Essex and Southamptoit. 

Essex* Oh, name it not I my friend shall liyCf—he 
shall ! 
I know her royal mercy, and her goodness. 
Will give you back to life, to length of days. 
And me to honour, loyalty, and truth. 
Death is still distant far. 

South, In life's first spring. 
Our green affections grew apace and prosper^] ; 
The genial summer swell'd our joyful hearts. 
To meet and mix each growing fruitful wish* 
We're now embark'd upon that stormy flood. 
Where all tbe wise and brave are gone before ufl. 
E'er since the birth of tim^, to meet eternity. 
And what is death, did we consider right ? 
Shall we, who sought him in the paths of terror. 
And faced him in the dreadful walks of war. 
Shall we astonish'd shrink, like frighted infants. 
And start at scaffolds, and their gloomy trappings .^ 
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Essex. Ye^ still I trust long years remain of fiieud- 
ship. 
Let SQiiling hope drive doabt and fear away^ 
And death be banishM far ; where creeping age^ 
Disease^ and care, invite him to their dwelling. 
I feel assurance rise within my breast, 
Thdt all will yet be well. 

S^h. Count not on hope— . 
We never can take leave, my friend, of life. 
On nobler terms. Life ! what is life ? A shadow I 
Its date is but the immediate breath we draw ; 
Nor have we surety for a second gale; 
Ten thousand accidents in ambush lie 
For the embody'd dream. 
A frail and fickle tenement it is» 
Which, like the brittle glass that measures time. 
Is often broke, ere half its sands are run. 

Essex. Such cold philosophy the heart disdains, 
And friendship shudders at the moral tale. 
My friend, the fearful precipice is past. 
And danger dare not meet us more. Fly swift. 
Ye better angels, waft the welcome tidings 
Of pardon to my friend — of life and joy i 

Enter Lieutenant. 

Lieut, I grieve to be the messenger of woe* 
But must, my lords, entreat you to prepare 
For instant death. Here is the royal mandate. 
That orders your immediate execution. 

Essex, Immediate ex(ecution ! what, so sadden ?— * 
No message from the queen, or Nottingham ? 

Ueiu. None, sir. 

Essex^ Deluded hopes ! Oh, worse than death ! 
Perfidious queen I to make a mock of life ! 
My friend — my friend destroyed ! Why could not 
mine— 
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My life atone for both— my blood appease i 
Can you, my friend, forgive me ? 

Souih. Yes, oh yes, 
lily bosom's better half, I can.— With thee, 
ril gladly seek the coast unknown, and leave 
The lessening mark of irksome life behind. 
With thee, my friend, 'tis joy to die ! — ^'tis glory ! 
Per who would wait the tardy stroke of time ? 
Or cling like reptiles to the verge of being, 
When we can bravely leap from life at oncQ, 
And spring, triumphant, in a friend's embrace I 

Enter Raleiqh. 

Ral. To you, my Lord Southampton, from the 

queen, 
A pardon comes ; your life her mercy 9pares. 

Essex* For ever blest be that indulgent power 
Which saves my friend ! This weight ta'en o^ my 

soul ^ 

Shall upward spring, and mingle with the bless'd* 
South, AU-ruling Heavens 1 can this-— can this be 

just? 
Support me! hold, ye straining heart-strings, hold^ 
And keep m^ sinking frame from dissolution ! 
Ob, 'tis too much for mortal strength to bear. 
Or thought to suffer !-— No, I'll die with thee ! 
They shall not, part us, Essex ! 

Essex, Live, oh, live 1 
Thou noblest, bravest, best of men and friends ! 
Whilst life is worth thy wish-^till time and thou 
Agree to part, and nature se»d thee to me !> 
Thou generous soul, farewell !■ ■ Live, and be hap- 

py ! 
And, oh ! may life make largely up to thee 
Whatever blessing fate has thus cut off, 
From thy departing friend ! 
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Lieut. My ]ord> my warrant 
Strictly forbids to grant a moment's time. 

South. Oh, most we part for ever? Crael for- 
tune! 
Wilt thou then tear him hence ?— ^vere divorce I 
Let me cling round thy sacred person still^-^ 
Still clasp thee to my hosom close, and keep 
Stem Fate at distance. 

E99CX, Oh, my friend ! we'll meet 
Again, where virtue finds a just reward ! 
Where factious malice never more can reach us! 
I need not bid thee guard my fame from wrongs : 
And, oh ! a dearer treasure to thy care 
I trust, than either life or fame — my wife 1 
Oh, she will want a friend I 
Then take her to thy care— do thou pour balm 
On her deep-wounded spirit, and let her find 
My tender helps in thee ! — I must he gone. 
My ever faithful, and my gallant friend ! 
I pr'3^hee, leave this woman's work. — ^Farewell 1 
Take this last, dear embrace — Farewell for ever ! 

South. My bursting breast! I fain wodd ^eak, 
but words 
Arc poor — Farewell ! — 
But we shall meet aga4n-i>--embrace in one 
Eternal band, which never shall be loosed. [Exit* 

Essex* To death's concluding stroke, lead on. Lieu- 
tenant*— 
My wife !— •Now reason, fortitude, support me I 
For now, indeed, comes on my sorest trial. 

£nter Countess o^ Rutland. 

Oh, thou last, dear reserve of fortune's malice! 
For fate can add no more, — 
Oh, com'st thou now to arrest my parting soul. 
And force it back to life f 



I 
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Rut» Thou sole delight 
Thou oniy joy which life could ever grve> 
Or deatli deprive roe of — my wedded lord I 
I come, with thee, determined to endure 
The utmost rigour of our angry stars ! 
To join thee, fearless, in the grasp of death. 
And Seek some dwelling in a world beyond it ! 

Essex* Too much, thou partner of this dismal 
hour. 
Thy gen'rous soul would prompt thee to endure ! 
Kor can thy tender, trembling, heart sustain it. 
Long years of bliss remain in store for thee ; 
And smiling time his treasures shsji unlbld 
To bribe thy stay ! 

Rut, Thou ciniel comforter ! 
Ala»i what's life-— what's hated life to me^ 
Alas, this universe, this goodly frame. 
Shall all as one continued curse appeair. 
And every object blast, when thou art gone. 

Essex, Ob, strain not thus the little strength I've 
left. 
The weak support that holds up life ! to bear 
A few short moments more, its weight of woe. 
Its loss of thee ! Oh, turn away those eyes ! 
Kor with that look melt dovm my hx'd resolve I 
And yet a littie longer let me gaze 
On that loved form ! Alas ! I feel my sight 
Grows dim, and reason from her throne retires : 
For pity's sake, let go my breaking heart. 
And leave me to my fate i 

Rut. Why wilt thou still 
Of parting talk ? 

Oh, that the friendly hand of Heaven would snatch 
Us both at once, above the distant stars. 
Where fortune's venom'd shafts can never pierce, 
Mor cruel queens destroy 1 

Essex. The awful Searcher, whose impartial eye 
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Explores the secrets of each horn an hearty 
Aad every thought surreys, can witness for me. 
How dose thy image clings around ray Anl ! 
Retards each rising wish, and draws me back 
To life, entangled by that loved idea! ^ 

Uaa. My lord. 
It now grows late. 

Essex, Lead on. 

Rui. Stay^ stay, my love ! my dearest, dying lord ! 
Ah ! whither wouldst thou go? Ah, do not leave me ! 

[Famis* 

Essex. Thou sinking excellence! thou matchless 
woman ! 
Shall f6rtune. rob me of thy dear embrace. 
Or earth's whole power, or death divide us now? 
Stay, stay, thou spotless, injured saint 1 

lAeui. My lord, already you have been indulged 
Beyond what I can warrant by ny orders. 

jSssex* One moment more 
Afibrd m*e to my sorrows — Ob, look there ! 
Could bitter anguish pierce your heart, like mine^ 
You'd pity now the mortal pangs 1 feel. 
The throbs that tear my vital strings away. 
And rend my agonizing souU 

Ueui, My lord 

Essex. But one short moment, and I will attend. 
Ye sacred ministers, that virtue guard. 
And shield the righteous in the paths of peril. 
Restore her back to life, and lengthened years 
Of joy ! dry up her bleeding sorrows all 1 
Oh, cancel from her thoughts this dismal hour. 
And blot my image from her sad remembrance I 
'Tis done— 

And now, ve trembling cords of life, give way ! 
Nature and time, let go your hold ! — Eternity 
Demands me. [Exeunt Essex and Lieutenant. 

Rui. Where has my lost, benighted soul been 
wand'ring ?— * 
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My fame is soii'd to all succeediotr times; 

But Heaven alone can view my breaking heart— 

Thea let its will be done. 

From hence, let proud, resisting mortals know 
The arm parental, and the indulgent blow. 
To Heaven's corrective rod submissive bend ; 
Adore its wisdom, on its power depend ; 
Whilst ruling justice guides eternal sway. 
Let nature tremble, and let man obey, 

[Exiwdf 
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REMARKS. 



BvoLisH poets havegenerally been educated for the 
church or the law« Rowe was called to the bar^ but 
never practised in the profession ; for his success^ as 
a dramatist^ procured him noble patrons^ who be- 
■loived upon him, or rather loaded him with places 
tAt honouir &nd emc^ument. Amongst the number 
of his occupations were. Under Secretary .cf State^ 
Land Surveyor of the Customs, Secretary to the Lord 
Chancdlor for the Presentations, Clerk of the Coun- 
cil to the Prince of Wales, and Poet Laureate. 

In every department he did honour to the choice 
of his employer $ but in the province of the theatre 
ke alone acquired fhme. 

^ Tamerlane" was the second play he produced ; 
aad he always spoke of it as his fovouiite i»t>duction. 
This partiality probably arose fh>m the enthusiastic 
rapture with whidi it was received by an audience, 
who beheld — as the poet had designed they should — 
their own beloved monarch in the person of the vir- 
tuous Tamerlane ) and their old enemy, the King of 
France, in the reprobate B^jazet* 

<< The Ihshion of the thnes/' says Johnson, *^ was 
to sMoeumulate upon Louis the Fourteenth all that 
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could raise horror and detestation; and whatever 
good was withheld from him, that it might not be 
thrown away, was bestowed on King William/' 

It was the custom^ till within a very few yeairs, to 
perform this tragedy constantly on the 5th of No- 
vember^ in honour of the landing of the Prince of 
Orange, afterwards King William — but as that po- 
litical fire^ which once gave brightness to its gloomy 
sceneSf no longer bla^es^ it is now seldom BCted^ and 
never with strong marks of approbation. 

As Rowe was a good man ; a religious man ; his 
jchief delight the study of divinity^ and ecdesiaatical 
history ; with such propensities^ and such a capacious 
mind to improve by them^ it is to be deplored that 
he should hope to compliment a christian king, and 
strictly pious as William was known to be, by a 
calumnious representation of his declared enemy :-^ 
that title alone should have made the character of 
his royal adversary sacred. 

As the author's most religious and moral inten* 
tions are^ in this respect, unwarily blemished ; so 
has he, as incautiously, preserved his wicked Pajazet 
from utter detestation, by endowing him with one 
endearing quality — ^he has frankness. This is a Vir- 
tue so congenial to every Englishman, that, now all 
the party a^eal which once made this tyrant hated 
has subsided, Bsgazet is more favoured by the au- 
dience, and every actor would sooner represent bim^ 
than the self-apprpviug Tamerlane. 

The. sorrows of love, in this play, are interesting 
to read, but childishly insipid, in the action* Arpasia 
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excites admiratioD, but ndther pity nor delight^ 
The Arpasia of Mrs. Siddons has, indeed^ the power 
of inspiring a degree of horrible wonder in the dying 
scene ; when^ dropping down dead at the Sultan's 
feet^ she gives^ by the manner and disposition of her 
fkll^ such assurance of her having suddenly expired^ 
that an auditor of a lively imagination casts up his 
eyes to Heaven, as if to catch a view of ber departed 
spirit* 

. Rqwq» after sending many a hero and heroine to 
their graves, by various untimely ends, died himself 
peaceably in his own bed, in the year 1718, aged 
forty-five. The following lines, from this trag^y, 
seem exactly to describe that joyful fortitude which^ 
he professed, to experience in his dying mome^ts ; 
and whieh» probably, he anticipated when he wrot9 
them. 
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— Nor has my soul 

One unrepented guilt upon remembrance, 
** To make me dread the justice of hereafter ; 
*' But standing now on the last verge of life, 
" Boldly I view the vast abyss, eternity, 

** Eager to plunge, and leave my cares behind. 
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TAMERLANE. 



ACT THE FIR5T. 



SCBNB I. 



Before Tamerlane's Tent. 

£nter the FnivcE of Takais, Zama^ aiu/MiBVAN* 

Prince, Hail to the sun ! from whose returning 

light 
The cheerful soldier's arms new lustre take, 
To deck the pomp of battle. Oh, my friends ! 
Was ever such a glorious face of war ? 
See^ from this height, how all Galatia's plains 
With nations numberless are covered o*er 5 
Who, like a deluge, hide the face of earth. 
And leave no object in the vast horizon. 
But glittering arms, and skies. 

Zam, Our Asian world 
From this important day expects a lord ; 
This day they hope an end of all their woes, ' 

Of tyranny, of bondage, and oppression. 
From our victorious emp'ror, Tamerlane. 

Mir, Hear you of Biyazet? 

Prince, Late in the evening, 
A slave of near attendance on his persoit 
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'ScapM to our camp. From him we learn'd, the 

tyrant, 
With rage redoubled, for the fight prepares ; 
Some accidental passion fires his breast, 
(Love, as *tis thought, for a fair Qrecian captive) 
And adds new horror to his native fury. 
But see his fate ! The mighty Tamerlane 
Comes, like the proxy of inquiring Heav*n» 
To judge, and to redress. {_Flouris?i of Trumpets, 

Enter Tamerlane, Guards, and other 
Attendants. 

Tarn, Yet, yet a little, and destructive slaughter 
Shall rage around, and mar this beauteous prospect ; 
Pass but an hour, which stands betwixt the lives 
Of thousands and eternity. What change 
Shall hasty death make in yon glitt'ring plain ? 
Oh, thou fell monster, war ! that in a moment 
Lay'st waste the noblest part of the creation, 
The boast and masterpiece of the great Maker, 
That wears in vain th* impression of his image, 
Unprivileg'd from thee. 
Health to our friends, and to our arms success, 

[To the Fringe, Zama, and Mirvam, 
Such as the cause for which we fight deserves ! 

Prince, Nor can we ask beyopd whfit Heav'n 
bestows. 
Preventing still our wishes. See, great sir. 
The universal joy your soldiers wear. 
Omen of prosperous battle. 
Impatient of the tedious night, in arms 
Watchful they stood, expecting op'ning day ; 
And now are hardly by their leaders held 
From darting on the foe. 

Tarn, Yes, prince, I mean to give a loose to war. 
This morn Axalla, with my Parthian horse, 
Arrives to join me. He, who, like a storm, 
Swept, with his flying squadrons, aU the plain 
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Between Angoria*s walls and yon tall mountains. 
That seem to reach the clouds ; and now he comes^ 
Leaden with spoils and conquests, to my aid. 

[Flourish of Trumpets* 
Zatna. These trumpets speak his presence 

Enter Axalla, tuho kneels to Tamerlane. 

Tarn. Welcome ! thou worthypartner of my laurels^ 
Thou brother of my choice, a band more sacred 
Than nature's brittle tie. By holy friendship ! 
Glory and fame stood still for thy arrival ; 
My soul seem'd wanting in its better half. 
And languished for thy absence. 

Jx, My- emperor! My ever royal master 1 
To whom my secret soul more lowly bends 
Than forms of outward worship can express ; 
How poorly does your soldier pay this goodness^ 
Who wears his every hour of life out for you I 
Yet *tis his all, and what he has, he offers $ 
Nor now disdain t' accept the gift he brings. 

Enter Selima, Moneses, Prisoners; Oua&ds^ 

Mutes, S^c. 

This earnest of your fortune. See, my lord. 
The noblest prize that ever grac'd my arms ! 
Approach, my fair 

Tarn. This is indeed to conquer. 
And well to be rewarded for thy conquest ; 
The bloom of op'ning flow'rs, unsully*d beauty. 
Softness, and sweetest innocence she wears, 
And looks like nature in the world's first spring. 
But say, Axall a - 

Sel, Most renown*d in war, 

[Kneeling to Tamerlane. 
Look with compassion on a captive maid, 
Though born of hostile blood 9 nor let my birth. 
Derived from Bigiizet, prevent that mercy 
Which every subject of your fortune Snds^ 
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War is the province of amhitious man, 

Who teare the miserable world for empire ; 

Whibt our weak sex, incapable of wrong. 

On eithec side claims privilege of safety. 

Tam. {RaittHg ker.\ Rise, royal maid ! the pride 
of haughty pow'r 

Pays homage, not receives it, from the fair. 

Thy angry father fiercely calls me forth. 

And urges me unwillingly to arms. 

Yet, though our frowning battles menace death 

And mortol conflict, think not that we hold 

Thy innocence and virtue as our foe. 
Here, till the fate of Asia is decided. 

In safety stay. To-morrow is your own': 

Nor grieve for who may conqiier, or who lose; 

Fortune, on either side, shall wait thy wishes. 

Sel, Where shall my wonder and my praise begin} 
From. the successful labonn of thy arms i 
Or from a theme more soft, and full of peace. 

Thy mercy and thy gentleness } Oh^ Tamerlane I 
What can I pay thee for this noble usage, 
But grateful praise ? So Heav*n itself is paid. 
Give peace, ye pow'rs above, peace to mankind ; 
Nor let my father wage unequal war 
Against the force of such united virtues. 

Tam. Heav*n hear thy pious wish ! 
Let thy beauty's safety 
Be my Axalla's care $ in whose glad eyes, 
I read what joy the pleasing service gives him. 
Is there amongst thy other pris'ners aught 

[To AXALLA. 

Worthy our knowledge ? 

Ax, This brave man, my lord, » 

\_PointWg to MONESES. 

With long resistance held the comiiat doubtful. 
His party, pressed with numbers, soon grew faint. 
And would have left their charge an easy prey : 
Wiiilst he alone, undaunted at the odds, 
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Though hopeless to escape, fought well and firmly | 
]^for yieldedy till o'ermatch'd by many hands. 
He seeo^M to shame our conquest, wlulst he own'd it« 
Tarn, Thou speak'et him as a soldier should a 
soldier, 
Ju4t to the worth he finds* I would not war 

\To MONBSES. 

With aught that wears thy virtuous stamp of greatness; 

Thy habit speaks thee Christian — Nay, yet more. 

My soul seems pleas*d to take acquaintance with thee^ 

As if allied to ^ine. 

Why art thou, then, a friend to Bi^jaset ? 

And why my enemy? 

Mem. If human wisdom 
Could point out every action of our livesi 
And say^ Let it be thus, in spite of fate 
Or partial fortune, then I had not been 
The wretch I am* 

TtfiM. The brave meet every accidoit 
With equal minds. Think nobler of tiiy foes, 
Thim to account thy chance in war an evil. 

Moil. Far, for from that: I rather hold it grievous 
That I was forc'd even but to seem your enemy; 
Nor think the baseness of a vanquish'd slave 
Moves me to flatter for precarious lifo« 
Or ill-bought freedom, when I swear by Heav*n^ 
Were I to choose from all mankind a master. 
It should be Tamerlane. 

Tarn, A noble ireedom 
Dwells with the brave, unknown to fowning syco- 
phants. 
And claims a privilege of being believ'd* 
I take thy praise as earnest of thy firiendshtp^ 

Mon. StiU you prevent the homage I should %Met^ 
Oh, royal sir ! let my mi^rtunes plead, 
And wipe away the hostile nuirk 1 wore. 
I was, when not long since my fortune batl'd me, 
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Bless'd to my wish, I was the Prince Moneses ; 
Born^ and bred up to greatness : witness the bloody 
Which through successive heroes' veins, allied 
To our Greek emperors^ rolVd down to me. 
Feeds the bright flame of glory in my heart. 

Tarn. Ev*n that ! that princely tie should bind thee 
to me^ 
If virtue were not more than all alliance. 

Mon. I have a sister, oh, severe riemembrance I 
Our noble house's, nay, her sex's pride \ 
Nor think my tongue too lavish, if 1 speak her 
Fair as the fame of virtue, and yet chaste 
As its cold precepts ; wise beyond her sex 
And blooming youth ; soft as forgiving mercy. 
Yet greatly brave, and jealous for her honour: 
Such as she was, to say, 1 barely lov'd her. 
Is poor to my souFs meaning. From our infancy^ 
There grew a mutual tenderness between us. 
Till, not long since, her vows were kindly plighted 
To a young lord, the equal of her birth. 
The happy day was fix'd, and now approaching, 
When faithless Bsyazet (upon whose honour. 
In solemn treaty given, the Greeks depended) 
With sudden war broke in upon the country. 
Secure of peace, and for defence unready. 

Tarn, Let majesty no more be held divine. 
Since kings, who are call'd gods, profane themselves. 

Mon, Among the wretches, whom that deluge swept 
Away to slavery, myself and sister. 
Then passing near the frontiers to the court, 
(Which waited for her nuptials) were surprised. 
And made the captives of the tyrant's pow'r. 
Soon as we reach'd his court, we found our usage 
Beyond what we expected, fair and noble : 
'Twas then the storm of your victorious arms 
Look*d black, and seem*d to threaten, when he press'd 
me 
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(By oft repeating instancea) to draw 

My sword for bim : But wlien he found my soul 

Disdain'd his purpose^ he more fiercely told me. 

That my Arpasia^ my lov'd sister's fate 

]>epeoded on my courage shown for him. 

J had long learnt to hold myself at nothing ; 

But for her sake> to ward the blow from her, 

I bound my service to the man I hated. 

Six days are past, since, by the sultan's order, 

I left the pledge of my return behind. 

And went to guard this princess to his camp : 

The rest the brave Axalla's fortune tells you. 

Tarn. Wisely the tyrant strove to prop his cause 
By leaguing with thy virtue 3 but just Heav*n 
Has torn thee from his side, and left him naked 
To the avenging bolt, that drives upon him. 
Forget the name of captive, and i wish 
I could as well restore that fair one's freedom. 
Whose loss hangs heavy on thee : yet, ere night. 
Perhaps, we may deserve thy friendship nobler ; 
I'h* approaching storm may cast thy shipwrecked 

lY^th 
Back to thy arms : till that be past, since war 
(Though in the justest cause) is ever doubtful, 
I will not ask thy sword to aid my victory. 
Lest it should hurt that hostage of thy valour ^ 
Our common foe detains* 

Mon. LetBajazet 
Bend to his yoke repining slaves by force ; 
You, fir, have found a nobler way to empire. 
Lord of the willing world. 

I'am, Haste, my Axalla, to dispose with safety 
Thy .beauteous charge, and on the foe revenge 
The pain which absence gives 3 thy other care. 
Honour and arms, now summon thy attendance. 
Now do thy office well, my soul ! Remember 
Thy cause, the cause of Heav 'n and injur'd earth. 
O thou. Supreme J if thy great spirit warms 

c 
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My glowing breast, and fires my soul lo arms. 
Grant that kny sword^ assisted by thy j^owV, 
This day may peace and happiness k^ibre, 
fThat war and lawless rage may Tex the world no more. 
{^Exeunt Tamsrlanb, Monb8Es> Prince of 
Tanais^ Zama, Mirvan, and Attendants. 

Ax, The batUecalls^ and bids me haste to leave thee; 
Oh^ Selima !— ^But let destruction wait 
Are there not hours enough for blood and slaughter? 
This moment shall be ]OYe*s> and I will waste it 
In soft complainings, for thy sighs and coldness^ 
For thy forgetful coldness ; even at Birza, 
When in thy fiekther^s court my eyes first ownM thee. 
Fairer than lights the joy of theur beholding. 
Even then thou wert not thus. 

Sel, Young and unskilful in the wodd's Mac arts, 
I suffered love to steal upon my softness. 
And warm me with a lambent guiltless flame : 
Yes^ I have heard thee swear a thousand times, 
And caU the conscious pow*rs of Heav'n to witness 
The tend'rest, truest, everlasting passion. 
But oh ! 'tis past ; and I will charge remembrance 
To banish the fond image from my soul. 
Since thou art sworn the foe of royal Bigazet, 
I have resolv*d to hate thee. 

Ax, Is it possible ? 
Hate is not in thy nature; thy whole frame 
Is harmony, without one jarring atom. 
Why dost thou force thy eyes to wear this coldness? 
It damps the springs of life. Oh! bid me die. 
Much rather bid me die, if it be true 
That thou hast sworn to hate me.— — 

Sel, Let life and death 
Wait the decision of the bloody field ; 
Nor can thy fate, my conqueror, depend 
Upon a woman's hate. Yet, since you urge 
A power, which once perh^ I had, there is 
But one request that 1 can make with honour* 
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Ax. Oh, name it ! aay 1- 



Sd. For^;o your right of war« 
And render me this instant to my father. 

Ax. Impossible ! ^The tnmnlt of the battle. 

That hastes to join, cuts off all means of commerce 
Betwixt the armies. 

Sd. Swear then to perform it. 
Which way soe'er the chance of war determines, 
Qa my first instance. 

Ax. By the sacred mijesty 
Of Heaven, to whom we kneel, I will obey thee ; 
Yes, I will give thee this severest proof 
Of my soul's vow'd devotion j 
But is there nothing. 
No small return that honour can afford 
For aU this waste of love? 
What ! not one kind look > 
Then thtm art chang'd indeed. [Trumpets^ Hark, I 

am summoned. 
And thou wilt send me forth like one unblessed ; 
Whom fortune has forsaken, and ill fate 
Mark'd for destruction. 
Nor is life or fame 
Worthy my care, since I am lost to thee. [Gmng, 

Set. Ha ! goest thou to the fight } 

Ax. I do. Farewell! 

Sel, What ! -and no more ! A sigh heaves in my 
breast. 
And stops the struggling accents on my tongue, 
Else, sure, I should have added something more. 
And made our parting softer. 

Ax, Give it way. 
The niggard honour, that affords not love. 

Forbids not pity 

If it were possible my heart could stray. 
One look from thee would call it bade agahi, 
And fix the wanderer for ever thiMb 

c2 
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SeL Where is my boasted resolution now ? 

ISinkiMg into Ms Arms. 

Alas ! Axalla, say dost thou not pity 

My artless innocence, and easy fondness ? 

Oh ! turn thee from me, or I die with blushing. 

Ax, No, let me rather gaze, for ever gaze. 
And bless the new-born glories that adorn thee ; 

[Trumpets. 
This envious trumpet calls, and tears me from thee^- 

SeL My fears increase, and doubly press me now : 
I charge thee, if thy sword comes cross my fiither. 
Stop for a moment, and remember me. 

Ax. Oh, doubt not but his life shall be my care y 
Ev*n dearer than my own 

SeL Guard that for me too. 

Ax. O, Selima! thou hast restored my quiet. 
The noble ardour of the war, with love 
Returning, brightly bums within my breast. 
And bids me be secure of all hereafter. 

lExeuni, Guards Jbttomng. 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE I* 

The Inside of a Magnificent Tent^ 

Symphony qf Warlike Music 

Enter Tamerlane, Axalla, Prince of Tanais^ 
Zama, Mirvan, Soldiers, and other Attendants. 

Ax, From this auspicious day the Parthian name 
Shall date its birth of empire, and extend 
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Ev'n ffom the dawning east to utmost Thule, 
The limits of its sway. 

PriMce. Nations unknown^ 
Where yet the Roman eagles never flew» 
Shall pay their homage to victorious Tamerlane ; 
Bend to his valour and superior virtue^ / 
And owUj that conquest is not given by chance^ 
But, bound by fatal and resistless merit, 
Wfdts on his arms. 

Tarn. It is too much : you dress me 
Ldke an usurper^ in the borrow'd attributes 
Of injur'd Heaven. Can we call conquest ours ? 
Shall man, this pigmy, with a giant's pride. 
Vaunt of himself, and say, ** Thus have 1 done this?" 
Oh, vain pretence to greatness ! Like the moon. 
We borrow all the brightness which we boast^ 
Dark in ourselves, and useless. If that hand. 
That rules the fate of battles, strike for us. 
Crown us with fame, and gild our day with honour, 
'Twere most ungrateful to disown the benefit. 
And arrogate a praise which is not ours. 

Ax» With such unshaken temper of the soul 
To bear the swelling tide of prosp'rous fortune,. 
Is to deserve that fortune. 

Enter Omar. 

Omar. Honour and fame [Biyanng to Tamerlai^s. 
For ever wait the emperor : may our prophet 
Oive him ten thousand thousand days of life. 
And every day like this. The captive sultan, 
Fierce in his bonds, and at his fate repiningt 
Attends your sacred will. 

Tarn. Let him approach. 

Mnter Ba jazet, and other Turkish Prisoners, in 
Chains, with a Guard of Soldiers. 

When I survey the ruins of this field, 
The wild destruction, which thy fierce ambition 

c 3 
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Has dealt among mankind^ (so many widow» 
And helpless orphans has thy battle raade« 
That half our eastern world this day are mourners) 
Well may I, in behalf of Heav'n and earth. 
Demand from thee atonement for this wrong. 

Baj. Make thy demand to those that own thy powV, 
Know, I am still beyond it ; and tho* fortune 
(Curse on that changeling deity of fools !) 
Has stript me of the train and pomp of greatness. 
That outside of a king, yet still my soul, 
Fixt high, and of itself alone dependent, 
Is ever free and royal, and ev'n now, 
As at the head of battle, does defy thee : 
1 know what power the chance of war has giv*n. 
And dare thee to the use on'U This vile speeching. 
This after-game of words^ is what most irks me; 
Spare that, and for the rest *tis equal all- 
Be it as it may. 

Tarn, Well was it for the world. 
When on their borders neighbouring princes met. 
Frequent in friendly parle, by cool debates 
Preventing wasteful war : 

Canst thou believe thy prophet, or, what's more. 
That Pow'r supreme, which made thee and thy pro^ 

phet, 
Will, with impunity, let pass that breach 
Of sacred faith giv*n to the rojnnl Greek > 

Baj. Thou pedant talker ! ha ! art thou a king 
Possest of sacred powV, Heaven's darling attribute. 
And dost thou prate of leagues, and oaths, and pro- 
phets! 

A^*V^* Greek (perdition on his name)" 
-A* I do tiiee, and would have met you both, 
^f?"** *^w»an nature, for destruction. 
9™^es» to hate, is not of human kind : 
i tnite, that haunts in woods remote 
wilds, tears not the fearfol traveller, 
or some iiyury provoke not. 
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Bqj. Can a king want a caase> when empire bids 
Go on ? What is he foorn for^ but ambition ? 
It is his hunger, *tis his call of nature, 
The noble appetite which will be satisfied. 
And, like the food of gods, makes him immortal. 

Tarn, Henceforth I will not wonder we were "foes. 
Since souls that differ so by nature, hate. 
And strong antipathy forbids their union. 

Bqf. The noble fire, that warms me^ does indeed 
Transcend thy coldness. I am pleas'd we differ^ 
Nor think alike. 

Tarn, No— for I think like man. 
Thou, like a monster, from whose baleful presence 
Nature starts back ; and tho' she fixM her stamp 
On thy rough mass, and marked thee for a man. 
Now, conscious of her error, she disclaims thee 

As form*d for her destruction. 

'Tis true, I am a king, as thou hast been : 
Honour and glory too have been my aim ; 
But, tho' 1 dare ^ce death, and all the dangers 
Which furious war wears in its bloody front. 
Yet would 1 choose to fix my name by peace> 
By justice, and by mercy ; and to raise 
My trophies on the blessings of mankind* 

Bqj. Prophet, I thank thee :— 
Damnation i — Couldst thou rob me of my glory. 
To dress up this tame king, this preaching dervise I 
Unfit for war, thou shouldst have liv'd secure 
In lazy peace, and with debating senates 
Shai^d a precarious sceptre, sat tamely still. 
And let bold factions canton out thy pow*r. 
And wrangle for the spoils they robb'd thee of; 
AVhilst I (curse on the pow*r that stops my ardour !) 
Would, like a tempest, rush amidst the nations. 
Be greatly terrible, and deal, like Alia, 
My angry thunder on the frighted world. 

Tarn. The world 1— 'twould be too little for thy 
pride : 
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Thou wouklfll icde Heav'n-*<-— * . 

BaJ. I woidd : — Away \ my soul 
XMsdMDS thy conference. 

Tarn. Thou vain> rash thing, 
That, with gigantic insolence, hast darM 
To lift thy wretched self above the stars. 
And mate with pow'r almighty : Thou art fall'n i 

Baj. *Tis false! I am not fall'n front aught 1 have 
been; 
At least my soul resolves to keep her state. 
And scorns to take acquaintance with iU fortune. 

Tarn. Almost beneath my pity art thou fall'n $ 
Say, what had I to expect, if thou hadst conquered ? 

Baj, Oh, glorious thought ! By Heav'n 1 wiU en* 

joy it* 

Tho' but in fancy ; imagination shall 

Make room to entertain the vast idea. 

Oh ! had I been the master but of yesterday. 

The world, the world had felt me ; and for thee, 

I had usM thee, as thou art to me— a dog. 

The object of my scorn and mortal hatred : 

I would have taught thy neck to know my weighty 

And mounted from that footstool to my saddle : 

Then, when thy daily servile task was done, 

I would have cag*d thee, for the scorn of slaves^ 

Till thou hadst begg*d to die ; and even that mercy 

1 had deny'd thee. Now thou know'st my mind^ 

And question me no farther. 

Tarn, Well dost thou teach me 
What justice should exact from thee. Mankind, 
With one consent, cry out for vengeance on thee ; 
Loudly they call to cut ofif this league- breaker. 
This wild destroyer, from the face of earth. 

Baj, Do it, and rid thy shaking soul at once 
Of its worst fear. 

Tarn, Hadst thou an arm 
To make thee fear'd, thou sliouldst have provM it 
on me. 
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Amidst the sweat and blood of yonder field, 
When thro' the tumult of the war I sought thee, 
Fene'd in with nations. 

Baj. Curse upon the stars 
That fated us to different scenes of slaughter ! 
Oh I could my sword have met thee ! 

Tarn. Thou hadst then, 
As nowj been in my pow'r, and held thy life 
Dependent on my gift— Yes> Bajazet^ 
I bid thee> live. 

Nay more I couldst thou forget thy brutal fierceness, 
And form thyself to manhood^ I would bid thee 
Live, and be still a king. 
This royal tent> with such of thy domestics 
As can be found, shall wait upon thy service ; 
Nor will I use my fortune to demand 
Hard terms of peace, but such as thou may*st offer 
With honour, I with honour may receive. 

Baj. Ha! say*st thou— -no— our prophet's ven«: 
geance blast me. 
If thou shalt buy my friendship with thy empire. 
Thou smooth fawning talker I 
Give me again my c^ins, that I may curse thee^ 
And gratify my rage : or, if thou wilt 
Be a vain fool, and play with thy perdition, 
Bemember I'm thy foe, and hate thee deadly. 
Thy folly on thy head! 

Tavu Be still my foe. 
Great minds, like Heav'n, are pleas*d in doing good, 
Tho* the ungrateful subjects of their favours 
Are barren in return : 
Virtue still does 

With scorn the mercenary world regard, 
Where abject souls do good, and hope reward : 
Above the worthless trophies men can raise. 
She seeks not honours, wealth, nor airy praise. 
But with herself, herself the goddess pays* 

[ExewU all but hkJAZZT and Omar, 
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SiaJ. Conie^ lead xne to my dungeon ; {flunge me 
down 
Deep from the hated sight of man and day^ 
Where, under covert of the friendly darkness, 
]My soul may brood, at leisure, o*er its anguish. - 

Omar, Our royal master would with noble usage 
Make your misfortunes light : he bids you hope- 
Bo;. 1 tell thee, slave, I hai e shook hands with 
hope. 
And oil my thoughts are rage, despair, and horror. 

[ExfV Obiar. 
Ha ! wherefore am I thus ?•— Ferdition seize me ! 
But my cold blood runs shiv*ring to my hearty 
The rage and fiercer passions of my breast 
Are lost in new confusion.^— «• 

Enter Halt and Arpasia. 

Arpasia !*^Haly ! 

Holy. Oh, emperor ! for whose hard fate our pro* 
phet 
And all the heroes of thy sacred race 
Are sad in paradise, thy faithful Haly, 
The slave of all thy pleasures, in this ruin. 
This universal shipwreck of thy fortunes. 
Has gathered up this treasure for thy arms : 
Nor ev'n the victor, haughty Tamerlane, 
(By whose command once more thy slave beheads 

thee) 
Denies this blessing to thee, but, with honour. 
Renders thee back thy queen, thy beauteous bride. 

Baj, Oh ! had her eyes, with pity, seen my sorrows, 
Had she the softness of a tender bride, 
Heav'n could not have bestow*d a greater blessing. 
And love had made amends for loss of empire. 
But see, what fury dwells upon her charms ! 
What lightning flashes from her angry eyes! 
With a malignant joy she views my ruin : 
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Even beauteous in her hatred^ still she charins n^ 
And awes my fierce tumultuous soul to love. 

Arp. And dar'st thou hope^ thou tyrant! ntvisher ! 
That Heav'n has any joy in store for thee ? 
Look back upon the sum of thy past life^ 
Where lost Arpasia*s wrongs stand bleeding fredi. 
Thy last recorded crime. But Heav'n has found thee ; 
At length the tardy vengeance has o*erta'en thee. 
My weary soul shall bear a little longer 
The pain of life, to csbXI for justice on thee : 
That once complete, sink to the peaceful grave. 
And lose the memory of my wrongs and thee. 

Baj, Thou rairst ! I thank thee for it — Be per* 
verse. 
And muster all the woman in thy soul ; 
Goad me with curses, be a very wife. 
That I may fling off this tame love, and hate thee. 

Enter Moneses. 

{^^tarting.l Ha ! Keep thy temper, heart } nor take 

alarm 
At A slave* s presence, 

Man. it is Arpasia !-— Leave me, thou cold fear. 
Sweet as the rosy morn she breaks upon me, 
And sorrow, like the night's unwholesome i^iade. 
Gives Way before the golden ^wn she brings. 

Baj, [Advancing ioxmtrds him.'] Ha, Christian ! Is 
it well that we meet thus i 
. IsJthis thy faith ? 

Mon. Why does thy frowning brow 
Put on this form of fury } Is it strange 
We should meet here, companions in misfortune, 
llie captives in one common chance of war ? 
Nor shouldst thou wonder that my swoi^ has foird 
Before the fortune of victorious Tamerlane, 
Whenit^ou, with nations like the sanded shore, 
With half the warring world upon thy side* 
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Cooldtt not Stand up agiunst his dreadful battle^ 
That crashed thee with its shock. Thy men can 

witness^ 
Those cowards^ tiiat forsook me in the combat. 
My sword was not unactive. 

BaJ. No— 'tis false ; 
Where is my daughter, thou vile Greek ? Thou hast 
Betray'd her to the Tartar; or even worsen 
Pale with thy fear, didst lose her like a coward; • 
And, like a coward now, would cast the blame 
On fortune and ill stars. 

Mon. Ha ! saidst thou, like a coward ? 
What sanctity, wiiat majesty divine. 
Hast thou put on, to guard thee from my rage. 
That thus thou dar*st to wrong me? 

Baj, Out, thou slave. 
And know me for thy lor d 

Mon. I tell thee, tyrant. 
When, in the pride of power, thou sat'st on high. 
When, like an idol, thou wert vainly worshipp'd. 
By prostrate wretches, born with slavish souls ; 
Ev'n when thou wert a king, thou wert no more. 
Nor greater than Moneses ; bom of a race 
Royal, and great as thine. What art thou now then } 
The fate of war has set thee with the lowest ; 
And captives (like the subjects of the grave) 
Losing distinction, serve one common lord. 

Baj. BravM by this dog ! Now give a loose to rage. 
And curse thyself; curse thy false cheating prophet. 
Ha ! yet there's some revenge* Hear me, thou diris- 

tian! 
Thou left'st.that sister with me : — ^Thou impostor! 
Thou boaster of thy honesty i Thou liar ! 
But take her to thee back. 
Now"to explore my prison— If it holds 
Anotherplague like this, the restless damn'd 
(If Muf ties lie not) ^wander thus in hell; 
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From scorching flames to chilling frosts they run. 
Then from their frosts to fires return again, 
-And only prove variety of pain. 

[Exeutit Bajazet and Haly. 

j4rp. Stay, Bajazet, I charge thee hy my wrongs! 
Stay, and unfold a tale of SD much horror 
As only fits thy telling.-— 'Oh, Moneses ! 

Mon. By all the tenderness and chaste endearments 
Of our past love, I charge thee, my Arpasia, 
To ease my soul of doubts ! Give me to know. 
At once, the utmost malice of my fate ! 

Arp. Take, then, thy wretched share in all I suffer. 
Still partner of my heart ! Scarce hadst thou left 
The sultan's camp, when the imperious tyrant, 
Softening the pride and fierceness of his temper. 
With gentle speech made offer of his love. 
Amaz*d, as at the shock of sudden death, 
] started into tears, and often urgM 
(Though still in vain) the difference of our faiths* 
At last, as fiying to the utmost refuge, 
With lifted hands and streaming eyes, I own*d 
The fraud; which, when we first were made his 

pris*ners, 
I forced thee to put on 

Thy borrow'd name of brother, mine of sister } 
Hiding beneath that veil the nearer tie 
Our mutual vows had made before the priest. 
Kindling to rage at hearing of my story. 
Then, he it so, he cried : Think'st thou thy vows, 
Giv'n to a slave, shall bar me from thy heauties } 
Then bade the priest pronounce the marriage rites : 
Which he perform'd ; whilst, shrieking with despair, 
I caird, in vain, the powVs of Heav'n to aid me. 

Man. Villain ! Imperial villain ! — Oh, the coward! 
Aw'd by his guilt, though back'd by force and 

power, 
He durst not, to my face, avow his purpose, 

D 
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I(ut« in my absence, like a lurking thijef, 
Stole on my treasurey and at once undid me. 

Arp, Had they not kept me h>om the means of 
death, 
Foi^etting all the rules of christian suffering, 
I had done a desp'rate murder on my soul. 
Ere the rude -slaves, that waited on his will. 
Had forc'd me to his 

Mon, Stop thee there, Arpasia, 
And bar my fancy from the guilty scene! 
Let not thought enter, lest the busy mind 
Should muster such a train of monstrous images^ 
As would distract me. Qh, 1 cannot bear it ! 
Thou lovely hoard of sweets, where all my joys 
Were treasur'd up, to have thee rifled thus ! 
Thus torn, untasted, from my eager wishes ! 
But I will. have thee from him. Tamerlane 
(The sovereign judge of equity on earth ) 
Shall do me justice on this mighty robber, 
And render back thy beauties to Moneses. 

Arp, And who shall render back my peace, my 
honour, 
The spotless whiteness of my virgin soul ? 
Ah ! no, Moneses — ^Think not I will ever 
Bring a polluted love to thy chaste arms : 
I am the tyrant's wife. Oh, fatal title ! 
And, in the sight of all the saints, have sworn, 
By honour^ womanhood, and blushing shame, 
To know no second bride-bed but my grave. 
Shortly, oh ! very shortly, if my sorrows 
Divine aright, and Heav*n be gracious to me, 
Death shall dissolve the fatal obligation. 
Yes, my Moneses ! now the surges rise. 
The- swelling sea breaks in between our barks. 
And drives us to our fate on different rocks. 
Farewell ! — My soul lives with thee.- 

Mon* Death is parting, 
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*Tis the last sad adieu Hwixt soul and body. 

But this is somewhat worse— My joy^ my comforty 

All that was left in life^ fleets after thee ! 

lExeunt, severally^ 



ACT THE THIRD. 



SCKNE I. 



The Inside of the Royal Tenf. 



Enter Axalla and Selima^ 

Ax. Why was I ever blest ! — ^Why is remembrance 
Rich with a thousand pleasing images 
Of past enjo3rmentSy since 'tis but plague to me ? 
When thou art mine no more> what will it ease me 
To think of all the golden minutes past> 
To think that thou wert kind^ and I was happy ? 
But like an angel fall'n from bliss, to curse 
My present state^ and mourn the heav'n I*ve lost 

Sel, Hope better for us both ; nor let thy fears. 
Like an unlucky omen, cross my way. 

Ax, But see, the sultan comes !— 

Enter Bajazet. 

Baj. To have a nauseous courtesy forc'd on me. 
Spite of my will, by an insulting foel 
Ha ! they would break ihe fierceness of my temper, 

D 2 
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And make me supple for their slavish purpose. 
Curse on their fawning arts ! 

[Selima comes fonoardy and kneels to BaJAZets 
. Sei^ My lord ! my royal father ! 

Bqj, Ha ! what art thou ? 
What heavenly innocence ! that in a form 
So known, so lov'd, hast left thy paradise. 
For joyless prison, for this place of woe ! 
Art thou my Selima ? 

Set, Have you forgot me ? 
Alas, my piety is then in vain ! 
Your Selima, your daughter whom you lov*d. 
The fondling once of her dear father's arms. 
Is come to claim her share in his misfortunes ; 

[^Embrace. 
To help to wear the tedious miinutes out. 
To soften bondage, and the loss of empire. 

Baj. Now, by our prophet, if my wounded mind 
Could know a thought of peace, it would be now : 
Ev'n from thy prating infancy thou wert 
My joy, my little angel; smiling comfort 
Came with thee, still to glad me. Now Vm curs*d 
JBv'n in thee too. Reproach and infamy 
Attend the christian dog t* whom thou wert trusted* 
To see thee here — ^twere better see thee dead ! 

Ax, Thus Tamerlane to royal Bajazet 
With kingly greeting sends : since with the brave 
(The bloody business of the fight once ended) 
Stern hate and opposition ought to cease -, 
Thy queen already to thy arms restored. 
Receive this second gift, thy beauteous daughter : 
And if there be aught farther in thy wish. 
Demand witli honour, and obtain it freely. 

Baj, Bear back thyfulsome greeting to tliy master ; 
Tell him, I'll none on't. Can he restore 
My fame diminished, loss of sacred honour. 
The radiancy of mi^jesty eclips'd ? 
For aught besides, it is not worth my care ; 



SCENE I.] TAMERLANE. 39 

The giver and his gifts are both beneath me. 

Ax, Enough of war the wounded earth has known : * 
Oh, sultan ! by the Pow*r divine I swear. 
With joy 1 would resign the savage trophies 
In.blocxl and battle gain'd^ could I atone 
The fatal breach 'twixt thee and Tamerlane ; 
And think a soldier's glory well bestowM 
To buy mankind a peace. 

Baj, And what art thou, 
That dost presume to mediate 'twixt the rage 
Of angry kings ? 

Ax. A prince, bom of the noblest, 
And of a soul that answers to that birth. 
That dares not but do well. Thou dost put on 
A forced forgetfulness, thus not to know me^ 
A guest so lately to thy court^ then meeting 
On gentler terms. ■ 

Set. Could aught efface the merit 
Of brave Axalla*s name ? yet when your daughter 
Shall tell how well, how nobly she was us'd. 
How light this gallant prince made all her bondage^ 
Most sure the royal B^azet will own 
That honour stands indebted \o such goodness, 
^ Nor can a monarch's friendship more than pay it. 

Baj. Ha ! know*st thou that, fond girl \ — Go — ^'tis 
not well. 
And when thou couldst descend to take a benefit 
From a vile Christian, and thy father's foe. 
Thou didst an act dishonest to thy race : 
Henceforth, unless thou meanest to cancel all 
My share in thee, and write thyself a bastard. 
Die, starve, know any evil, any pain, 
Rather than taste a mercy from these dogs. 

SeL Alas! Axalla! 

Ax, Weep not, lovely maid ! 
1 swear. 

One sigh from thee has made a large amends 
For all thy angry father's frowns and fierceness. 

D 3 
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Baj, Oh, my curst fortune! — Am I falUn thus low ! 
Dishonoured to my face! Thou earth-born thing! 
Thou clod ! how hast thou dar*d to lift thy eyes . 
Up to the sacred race of mighty Ottoman^ 
Whom kings, whom e'en our pophet's holy offspring 
At distance have beheld ? And what art thou } 
What glorious titles blazon out thy birth } 
Thou vile obscurity ! ha ! — say — thou base one. 

Ax. Thus challeng*d, virtue, modest as §he is. 
Stands up to do herself a common justice ; 
To answer, and assert that inborn merit, 
That worth, which conscious to herself she feels. 
Were honour to be scann'd by long descent. 
From ancestors illustrious, I could vaiint 
A lineage of the greatest, and recount. 
Among my fathers, names of ancient story. 
Heroes and god-like patriots, who subdu*d 
The world by arms and virtue, and, being Romans, 
Scorn'd to be kings; bqt that be their own praise: 
Nor will I borrow merit from the dead, 
Myself an uncleserver. I could prove 
My friendship such, as thou might'st deign t' accept 
With honour, when it comes with friendly office. 
To render back thy crown, and former greatness. 

Baj, To me give back what yesterday took from me. 
Would be to give like Heav'n, when having finish*d 
This world (the goodly work of his creation) 
He bid his favourite man be lord of alL 
But this 

Ax. Nor is this gift beyond my pow'r. 
Oft has the mighty master of my arms 
Urg*d me, with large ambition, to demand 
Crowns and dominions from his bounteous powV : 
'Tis true, I wav'd the proffer, and have held it 
The worthier choice to wait upon his virtues, 
To be the friend and partner of his wars. 
Than to be Asia's lord. Nor wonder then, 
i^ in the confidence of such a friendship, 
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I promise boldly for the royal giver. 
Thy crown and empire. 

Baj. For our daughter thus 
Meanest thou to barter? Ha! I tdl thee. Christian, 
There is but one, one dowry thou canst give. 
And I can asl^, worthy my daughter's love. 

Jx, Oh ! name the mighty ransom ; task my pow*r; 
Let there be danger, difficulty, death, 
T* enhance the price, 

Bqj, 1 take thee at thy word. 
Bring me the Tartarus head. 

Ax. Ha ! 

Baj, Tamerlane's ! 
That death, that deadly poison to my glory. 

Ax, Prodigious! Horrid! 

Baj. And couldst thou hope to bribe me with 
aught else ? 
With a vile peace, patch'd up on slavish terms? 

With tributary kingship r No !— To merit 

A recompense for me, sate my revenge. 
l*ho Tartar is my bane, I cannot bear him : 
One heav*n and earth can never hold us both; 
Still shaU we hate, and with defiance deadly 
Keep rage alive, till one be lost for ever : 
As if two suns should meet in the meridian. 
And strive in fiery combat for the passage. 
Weep^st thou, fond girl ? Now as thy king, and father, 
I charge thee, drive this slave from thy remembrance ! 
Hate shall be pious in thee. Come and join 

ILai/ing hold on her Hc^nd. 
To curse thy father s foes. 

SeL Undone for ever 1 
Now, tyrant duty, art thou yet obeyed ? 
Thisre is no more to give thee. Oh, Axalla ! 

[Bajazet leads out Selim a» she looking back ot^ 
Axalla. 



\ 
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SCENE II. 



Tamerlane's Camp. 



Enter Tamerlane and a Derv.ise. 

7am. Thou brings't me thy credentials from the 
highest. 
From AUa^ and our prophet. Speak thy message. 
It must import the best and noblest ends* 

2}er. Thus speaks our holy Mahomet, who has 
giv'n thee 
To reign and conquer : ill dost thou repay 
The bounties of hia hand, unmindful of 
The fountain whence thy streams of greatness flow. 
Thou hast forgot high Heav'n ; hast beaten down 
And trampled on religion's sanctity. 

Tarn. Now, as I am a soldier and a king, 
(The greatest names, of honour) do but make 
Thy imputation out, and Tamerlane 
Shall do thee ample justice on himself. 
So much the sacred name of Heaven awes me. 
Could I suspect my soul of harbouring aught 
To its dishonour, I would search it strictly. 
And drive th' offending thought with fury forth. 

Der. Yes, thou hast hurt our holy prophet's honour. 
By fostering the pernicious Christian sect : 
They are thy only friends. The true believers 
Mourn to behold thee favour this Axalla. 

Tarn* I fear me, thou out-go'st the prophet's order. 
And bring'st his venerable name to shelter 
A rudeness ill becoming thee to use. 
Of n>e to suffer. When thou nam'st my friend. 
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Thou nani*8t a man beyond a monk*s discerning. 
Virtuous and great, a warrior and a prince. 

Der, He is a Christian ; there our law condemns 
him, 
Altho' he were ev*n aH thou speak^st, and more. 

Tom* 'Tis false J no law divine condemns the vir- 
tuous, 
For differing from the rules your schools devise. 
Ijook round, how Providence bestows alike 
Sunshine and rain, to bless the fruitful year. 
On different nations, all of different faiths '; 
And (tho* by several names and titles worshiped) 
Heav'n takes the various tribute of their praise ; 
Since aU agree to own, at least to mean, 
One best, one greatest, only Lord bf all. 
. Der, Why hold'st thou captive a believing mo- 
narch ? 
Now, as thou hop^st to ''scape the prophet's curse^ 
Release the royal Bajazet, and join. 
With fosoe united, to destroy the Christians. 

Tarn. 'Tis well — I've found the cause that mov*d 
thy zeal. 
What shallow politician set thee on. 
In hopes to fright me this way to compliance ^ 
Hence ! I have found thee. 

Der, I have but one resort, Now aid me, prophet. 

Yet I have somewhat further to unfold ; 
Our prophet speaks to thee in thunder— thus— — 
[7%e Der VISE draws a concealed Dagger, and 
offers to stab Tamerlane. 
Jam. No, villain, Heav'n is watchful o'er its^or- 
shipperSy [IVresting the Dagger from him. 
And blasts the murderer's purpose. Think, thou 

wretch ! 
Think on the pains that wait thy crime, .and tremble 
When 1 shall doom the e 
Der. Tis but death at lost; 
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And I will suffer greatly for the cause 
That urg*d me first to the bold deed. 

Tarn, Oh impious ! 
Enthusiasm thus makes villains martyrs* 
^Pausing.'] It shall be so — To die ! 'twere a reward- 
Now learn the difference 'twixt thy faith and mine : 
Thine bids thee lift thy dagger to my throat } 
Mine can forgive the wrong, and bid thee live. 
Keep thy own wicked secret, and be safe! 
If thou repent*st, I have gain'd one to virtue. 
And am4n that rewarded for my mercy ; 
If thou continu'st still to be the same, 
'Tis punishment enough to be a villain. 
Hence ! from my sight — It shocks my soul to think 
That there is such a monster in my kind. 

[EC^DSRTISE. 

Enter Moneses. 

Mon. Oh, emperor! before whose awful throne 
Th' afflicted never kneel in vain for justice, 

{^Kneeling to TaMerla^b. 
Here let me fall before your sacred feet. 
And groan out my misfortunes, till your pity, 
(The last support and refuge that is left me) 
Shall raise me from the ground, and bid me live. 

Tarn. Rise, prince. 
Speak, as to a king, the sacred name 
M^here pow'r is lodg'd, for righteous ends alone. 

Mon, One only joy, one blessing, my fond heart 
Had fix'd its wishes on, and that is lost ; 
That sister, for whose safety my sad soul 
l£ndur d a thousand fears 

Tarn. I well remember. 
When, ere the battle join'd, I saw thee first. 
With grief uncommon to a brother's love, 
Thou told'st a moving tale of her misfortunes. 
Such as bespoke my pity. Is there aught 
Thou canst demand from friendship ? Ask, and have it. 
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Man, First, oh ! let me entreat yonr rojai good- 
ness ; 
Forgive the folly of a lover's caution. 
That forg'd a tale of folly to deceive you. 
Said I, she was my sister ? — Oh ! 'tis false ; 
She holds a dearer interest in my soul. 
She was Uie mistress of my vows, my bride ; 
By contract mine ; and long ere this the priest 
Had ty'd the knot for ever, had not B^jazet 

Tam, Ha! Bajazet! — If yet his pow'r withholds 
The cause of all thy sorrows, all thy fears, 
E*en gratitude for once shall gain upon him^ 
Spile of his ravage temper, to restore her. 
This morn a soldier brought a captive beauty. 
Sad, tho' she seem*d, yet of a form more rare, 
By much the noblest spoil of all the field ; 
Struck with a pleasing wonder, I beheld her. 
Till, by a slave that waited near her person, 
I learn'd she was the captive sultan's wife : 
Straight I forbid my eyes the dangerous joy 
Of gazing long, and sent her to her lord. 

Mon, There was Moneses lost. Too sure my heart 
(From the first mention of her wondrous charms) 
Fresag*d it could be only my Arpasia. 

Tam. Arpasia ! didst thou say ? 

Mon, Yes, my Arpasia. 

Tam. Sure I mistake, or fain I would mistake thee; 
I nam'd the queen of Bajazet, his wife. 

Mon. His queen ! his wife ! He brings that holy 
title 
To varnish o'er the monstrous wrongs he has done me. 

Tam. Alas! I fear me, prince, thy griefs are just; 
Thou art, indeed, unhappy • 

MoH. Can you. pity me, 
And not redress ? Oh, royal Tamerlane ! XKneeling. 
Thou succour.of the wretched. 
Let thy justice 
Restore me my Arpasia ; 
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Taut. Unhappy, royal youth, why dost thou ask 
What honour must deny ? Ha! is she not 
His wife, whom.he has wedded, whom enjoy*d I 
Could thy fond love forget 
The violation of a first enjoyment ?— 
But sorrow has disturbed and hurt thy mind. 

Mon. Perhaps it has, and like an idle madman^ 
I do a thousand things to shame my reason. 
Then let me fly, and bear my follies vnth me^ 
Far, far from the world's sight. 

Tarn. Let thy virtue 
Stand up and answer to these warring passions. 
That vex thy manly temper. From the moment 
When .fiurst I saw thee, something wondrous noble 
Shone thro!jbhyform, and won my friendship for thee. 
Without the tedious form of long acquaintance ; 
Nor will! lose thee poorly for a woman. 
Come, droop no more ; thou shalt with me pursue 
True greatness, till we rise to immortality. 
Thou shalt forget these lesser cares, Moneses ; 
Thou shalt, and help me to reform the world. 

Mon. Sacred Tamerlane, 
Thy words are as the breath of angels to me. 
But, oh ! too deep the wounding grief is fixt. 
For any hand to heal. 

Tam. This dull despair ' 
Js the soul's laziness. Rouse to the combat. 
And thou art sure to conquer. War shall restore 

tbecj 
The sound of arms shall wake thy martial ardour. 
And cure this amorous sickness of thy soul, 
The boy, fond love. 

Is nurs'd and bred in sloth, and too much ease y 
Near purling streams, in gloomy shades, h^ lie8>' 
And loosely there, instructs his votaries 
Honour, and active virtue to despise 
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But if the trumpets echo from a^»^ 

On silken winds sublime he cuts the air, 

Scar*d at the noise and clangour of the war. {^ExeunU 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I 



Bajazet's Tent. 



Enter Halt and the Dervise. 

Holy, To 'scape with life from an attempt like this^. 
Demands my wonder justly. 

Der. True, it may ; 
But 'tis a principle of his new faith ; 
Tis what his Christian favourites have inspir'd. 
Who fondly make a merit of forgiveness, 
And give their foes a second opportunity. 
If the first blow should miss. — Failing to serve 
The sultan to my wish, and e*en despairing 
Of further means t' effect his liberty, 
A lucky accident retriev*d my hopes. 

Holy. The prophet and our master will reward 
Thy zeal in their behalf; but speak thy purpose. 

her. Just ent*ring here I met the Tartar generalu, 
Fierce Omar. 

Holy. He commands, if I mistake not, 
This quarter of the army, and our guards \ 

£ 
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Ver* The same. 
I learn'd, 

That^ burning for the sultan's beauteous daughter. 
He had begg'd her, as a captive of the war. 
From Tamerlane j but meeting with denial 
Of what he thought his services might claim. 
Loudly he storms, and curses the Italian, 
As cause of this affront. I join'd his rage. 
And added to his injuries, the wrongs 
Our prophet daily meets with from Axalla. 
But see, he comes. Improve what I shall tell. 
And all we wish is ours. 

[ They seem to talk together aside. 

Enter Omar. 

Omar. No if I forgive it, 

Dishonour blast my name ! Was it for this 
That I directed his first steps to greatness. 
Taught hini to climb, and made him what he is ? 
And am I now so lost to his remembrance. 
That when I ask a captive, he shall tell me. 
She is Axalla*s right, his Christian minion ? 

Der» Allow me, valiant Omar, to demand, 
Since injured thus, why right you not yourself? 
The prize you ask is in your power. 

Omar, It is. 
And I will seize it in despite of Tamerlane, 
And that Italian dog. 

Haly, What need of force. 
When every thing concurs to meet your wishes ? 
Our mighty master would not wish a son 
Nobler than Omar. From a father's hand 
Receive that daughter, which ungrateful Tamerlane 
Hes to your worth deny'd. 

Omar, Now, by my arms, 
It will be great revenge. What will your sultan 
Give to the man that shall restore his liberty, 
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His crown^ and give him pow'r to wreak his hatred 
Upon his greatest foe } 

Haly, All he can ask. 
And far beyond his wish. — [Trumpets. 

Omar. These trumpets speak 
The emperor's approach; he comes once more 
To offer terms of peace. Within, 
I will know farther. [Exeunt. 



SCENE II. 



Baja2Bt's Tent. 



Arpasia discovered Jying on a Couch, 



SONG. 



To thee, gentle sleep, alone 

Is owing all our peace. 
By thee our joys are heightened shovm. 

By thee our sorrows cease. 
The nymph whose hand, hy fraud or force. 

Some tyrant has possessed. 
By thee, obtaining a divorce. 

In her own choice is blessed. 
Oh, stay ! Arpasia bids thee stay ; 

The sadly weeping fair 
Conjures thee, not to lose in day 

The object of her care. 
To grasp whose pleasing form she sought. 

That motion chas'd her sleep ; . 
Thus by ourselves are off nest wrought 

The griefs^ for whica we weep* 
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Arp, Oh^ deathlthougentleendof hunuoi sorowb^ 
Still must my weary eydkbTunly wake 
In tedious expectation of thy peace ? 
Why stand thy thousand thousand doors still open. 
To take the wretched in, if stern religion 
Guard every passage, and forbids my entrance ?*- 
Lucrece could bleed, and Portia swallow fire. 
When urg*d with griefs beyond a mortal sufferance ; 
But here it must not be. Think then, Arpasia, 
Think on the sacred dictates of thy faith. 
And let that arm thy virtue to perform 
What Cato's daughter durst not ! — ^Live, Arpasia» 
And dare to be unhappy. 

Enter Tamerlane. 

Tarn. Such welcome as a camp can give, fair sul- 
taness. 
We hope you have received 5 it shall be larger, 
And better as it may. 

Arp. Sibce I have borne 
That miserable mark of fatal greatness, 
I have forgot all difference of conditions ; 
Sceptres and fetters are grown equal to me> 
Ancl the best change my fate can bring is death. 

Tarn. Oh ! teach my power 
To cure those ills which you unjustly suffer. 
Lest Ueav'n should wrest it from my idle hand. 
If I look on, and see you weep in vain. 

Arp, Not that my soul disdains the generous aid 
Thy royal goodness proffers : but, oh, emperor ! 
It is not in ray fate to be made happy 
Nor will I listen to the coz'ner, Hope, 
But stand resolv'd to bear the beating storm. 
That roars around me ; safe in this alone. 
That I am not immortal. — ^Though *tis hard, 
'Tis wondrous hard, when I remember thee. 
Dear native Greece ! and you, ye weeping maids. 
That were companions of my virgin youth ! 
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My noble parents ! Oh^ the grief of hearty 
The pang:s, that, for unhappy me, bring down 
Their reverend ages to the grave with sorrow. 
And yet there is a woe surpassing all : 
Ye saints and angels, give me of your constancy^ 
If you expect I shall endure it long. 

Tam. Why is my pity all that I can give 
To tears like yours ? And yet 1 fear 'tis all ; 
Nor dare I ask, what mighty loss you mourn^ 
Lest honour should forbid to give it back. 

Arp, No, Tamerlane, nor did I mean thou shouldst : 
But know, (though to the weakness of my sex 
I yield these tears) my soul is more than man. 
Think^ I am bom a Greek, nor doubt my virtue; 
They must be mighty evils, that can vanquish 
A Spartan courage, and a Christian faith. 

Enter Bajazet. 

Baj. To know no thought of rest — ^tohave the mind 
Still minist'ring fresh plagues, as in a circle. 
Where one dishonour treads upon another ; 
What know the fiends beyond it? — Ha! by hell, 

[Seeing Arpasia and Tambrlanb, 
There wanted only this to make me mad. 
Comes he to triumph here ; to rob my love. 
And \iolate the last retreat of happiness ? 

Tam, But that I read upon thy frowning brow. 
That war yet lives, and rages in thy breast j 
Once more (in pity to the suff 'ring world) 
I meant to offer peace. 

Baj, And mean*st thou too 
To treat it with our empress; and to barter 
The s|*iils, which fortune gave thee, for her favours ? 
Seek St thou thus our friendship ? 
Is this the royal usage thou didst boast ? 

Tam. The boiling passion, that disturbs thy soul. 
Spreads clouds around, and makes thy purpdse dark- 
Unriddle what thy mystic fury aims at. 

B 3 
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Baj. Is it a riddle ? Read it there explain*d ; 
There> in my shame. Now judge me thou, O prophet. 
And equal Heav'n^ if this demand not rage ! 
The peasant hind, b^ot and bom to slavery. 
Yet dares assert a husband's sacred right. 
And guards his homely couch from violation : 
And shall a monarch tamely bear the wrong 
Without complaining ? 

Tarn. If I could have wrong'd thee. 
If conscious virtue, and all-judging Heav'n, 
Stood not between, to bar ungovern'd appetite, 
What hinder'd, but in spite of thee, my captive, 
I might have us'd a victor s boundless pow*r, 
And sated every wish my soul could form ? 
But to secure thy fears, know, Bajazet, 
This is among the things I dare not do. 

Baj* By hell, 'tis false ! else wherefore art thou 
present? 
What cam'st thou for, but to undo my honour ? 
1 found thee holding amorous parley with her. 
Gazing and glutting on her wanton eyes, 
And bargaining for pleasures yet to come: 
My life, I know, is the devoted price — 
But take it, I am weary of the pain. 

Tam, Yet ere thou rashly urge my rage too far, 
I warn thee to take heed : I am a man. 
And have the frailties common to man's nature, . 
The fiery seeds of wrath are in my temper. 
And may be blown up to so fierce a blaze, 
As wisdom cannot rule. Know, thou hast touch'dme 
Ev'n in the nicest, tend'rest part, my honour ; 
My honour ! which, like pow'r, disdains being ques* 

tion'd! 
Thy breath has blasted my fair virtue's fame. 
And mark*d me for a villain, and a tyrant. 

Arp» And stand I here an idle looker-on. 
To see my innocence murder'd and mangled 
By barbarous hands, nor can revenge the wrong? 
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Art thou a man^ and dar*8t thou use me thus ? 

[To Bajazet. 
Hast thou not torn me from my native country. 
From the dear arms of my lamenting friends, 
From my soul's peace, and from my injur d love? 
Hast thou not ruin'd, blotted me for ever. 
And driv*n me to the brink of black despair } 
And is it in thy malice yet to add 
A wound more deep, to sully my white name. 

My virtue ? 

Baj, Yes, thou hast thy sex's virtues, 
Their affectation, pride, Ul-nature, noiie, 
Proneness to change, e*en from the joy that pleas'd 

them : 
So gracious is your idol, dear variety. 
That for another love yon would forego 
An angel's form, to mingle with a devil's. 
( Arp, Why sough t'st thou not from thy own impious 

tribe 
A wife like one of these > 

Know, I detest, like hell, the crime thou mention*8t^ 
Not that I fear, or reverence, thee, thou tyrant ^ 
But that my soul, conscious of whence it sprung. 
Sits unpolluted in its sacred temple. 
And scorns to mingle with a thought so mean. 

Tarn, Oh, pity ! that a greatness so divine 
Should meet a fate so wretched, so unequal.— 
Thou, blind and wilful to the good that courts thee, 

[To Bajazet. 
With open-handed bounty Heav'n pursues thee, 
And bids thee (undeserving as thou art, 
And monstrous in thy crimes) be happy yet : 
Whilst thou, in fury, dost avert the blessing. 
And art an evil genius to thyself. 

Baj. No— Thou ! thou art my greatest curse on 
earth! 
Thou, who hast robb'd me of my crown and glory. 
And now pursu'st me to the verge of life. 
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To Spoil nie of my honour. Thou, thou f^ypocrlte ! 
That W6ar*8t a pagtant outside show of virtue. 
To cover the hot thoughts that glow within i 
Thou rank adulterer ! 

Tarn. Oh^ that thou wert 
The lord of all those thousands, that lie breathless 
On yonder field of bloody that I again 
Might hunt thee, in the face of death and danger. 
Through the tumultuous battle, and there force thee^ 
Vanquished and sinking underneath my arm. 
To own thou hast traduc'd me like a villain. 

Baj. Ha ! ^Does it gall thee, Tartar } By revenge^ 
It joys me much to find thou feeVst my hiry^ 
Yes, I will echo to thee, thou adulterer \ 
Thou dost profone the name of king and soldier^ 
And, like a ruffian bravo, cam*8t with force 
To violate the holy marriage-bed. 

Tarn. Wert thou not shelter'd by thy abject state. 
The captive of my sword, by my just anger, 
My breath, like thunder, should confound thy pride^ 
And doom thee dead, this instant, with a word. 

Baj, *Tis false ! my fate*s above thee^ and thou 
dar'st not. 

Tam, Ha ! dare not ! Thou hast rais'd my pond*roua 
rage. 
And now it falls to crush thee at a blow. 
A guard there ! — Seize and drag him to his fate I 

Enter a Guard, they seize Bajazet. 

Tynmt, 1*11 do a double justice on thee> 
At once revenge myself, and all mankind. 

Baj, Well dost thou, ere thy violence and lust 
Invade my bed, thus to begin with murder : 
Drown all thy fears in blood, and sin securely. 

Tam, Away ! 

Arp, [Kneeling,'] Oh, stay ! I charge thee^ by re- 
nown; 
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By that bright glory thy great soul pursues. 
Call back the doom of death ! 

Tarn, Fairinjur'd excellence^, 
Why dost thou kneel, and waste such precious pray'rs^ 
For one to goodness lost ; who first undid thee. 
Who still pursues and aggravates the wrong > 

Baj. By Alia ! no— I will not wear a life. 
Bought with such vile dishonour. Death shall free 

me 
At once from infamy, and thee, thou traitress ! 

Arp, No matter, tho' the whistling winds grow loud^ 
And the rude tempest roars, *tis idle rage : 
Oh ! mark it not ; but let th^ steady virtue 
Be constant to its temper. Save his life. 
And save Arpasia from the sport of talkers. 
Think, how the busy, meddling world will toss 
Thy mighty name about, in scurril mirth ; 
Shall brand thy vengeance, as a foul design. 
And make such monstrous legends of our lives. 
As late posterity shall blush in reading. 

Tarn, Oh, matchless virtue ! Yes, I will obey ; 
Sultan be safe ! Reason resumes her empire, 

{^Exeunt Guards^ 
And I am cool again. — Here break we off, 
licst farther speech should minister new rage. 
Wisely from dangerous passions I retreat. 
To keep a conquest which was hard to get : 
And, oh ! 'tis time I should for flight prepare, 
A war more fatal seem^ to threaten there, 
And all my rebel blood assists the fair : 
One moment more, and I too late shall find. 
That love's the strongest pow'r that lords it o'er the 
mind. - [Exit Tamerlane. 

Baj. To what new shame, what plague am I re-> 
serv'd ! 
Why hast thou forc'd this nauseous life upon me t 
Is it to triumph o'er me ? — But 1 will, ' 
I will be free, I will forget thee all } 
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The bitter and the sweet, the joy and pain, 
Death shall expunge at once, and ease my soul. 
Prophet, take notice, I disclaim thy paradise, 
Thy fragrant bow'rs, and everlasting shades j 
Thou hast plac*d woman there, and all thy joys are 
tainted. lExit Bajazet. 

Arp. A little longer yet, be strong, my heart; 
A little longer let the busy spirits 
Keep on their cheerful round — It will not be ! 
Death is at last my due, and I will have it. 
And see, the poor Moneses comes, to take 
One sad adieu, and then we part for ever. 

Enter Moneses. 

Mon, Already am I onward of my way. 
Thy tuneful voice comes like a hollow sound 
At distance, to my ears. My eyes grow heavy, 
'Tis the last office they shall ever do me. 
To view thee once, and then to close and die. 

Arp. Alas ! how happy have we been, Moneses ! 
Ye gentle days, that once were ours, what joys 
Did every cheerful morning bring along! 
No fears, no jealousies, no angry parents. 
That for unequal births or fortunes frown*d; 
But love, that kindly join'd our hearts, to bless us. 
Made us a blessing too to all besides. 

Mon, Oh, cast not thy remembrance back, Arpasia! 
'Tis grief unutterable, 'tis distraction ! 
Here let me kneel, and pay my latest vows. 
Be witness all ye saints, thou Heav*n and nature, 
Be witness of my truth, for you have known it ! 
Be witness, that I never knew a pleasure, 
In all the world could ofiFer, like Arpasia! 
Be witness, that I iiv'd but in Arpasia! 
And, oh, be witness, that her loss has kill'd me ! 

Arp. While thou art speaking, life begins to fail, 
And every tender accent chills like death. 
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Oh ! let me haste then, yet, ere day declines 
And the long night prevail, once more to tell thee 
Moneses is myself; in my fond heart, 
£*en in my vital hlood, he lives and reigns : 
The last dear object of my parting soul 
Will be Moneses ; the last breath, that lingers 
Within my panting breast, shall sigh Moneses. 

Mon, It is enough ! Now to thy rest, my soul, 
The world and thou have made an end at once. 

j4rp. Fain would I still detain thee, hold thee still : 
Nor honour can forbid, that we together 
Should share the poor few minutes that remain. 
I swear, methinks this sad society 
Has somewhat pleasing in it. — Death's dark shadea 
Seem, as* we journey on, to lose their horror ; 
At near approach the monsters, formM by fear. 
Are vauish'd all, and leave the prospect clear | 
Amidst the gloomy vale a pleasing scene. 
With flow'rs adom'd and never-fading green. 
Inviting stands, to take the wretched in : 
No wars, no wrongs, no tyrants, no despair, - 
Disturb the quiet of a place so fair. 
But injured lovers find Elysium there. [Exeunt, 

Enter Bajazet, Omar, Halt, and the Dervisb. 

Baj, Now, by the glorious tomb that shrines our 

prophet, 
By Mecca's sacred temple, here I swear. 
Our daughter is thy bride ! and to that gift 
Such wealth, such pow*r, such honours will I add. 
That monarchs shall with envy view thy state. 
And own thou art a demi-god to them. 
Thou hast giv'n me what I wish'd, power of revenge* 
And when a king rewards, 'tis ample retribution. 

Omar* Twelve Tartar lords, each potent in his tribe. 
Have sworn to own my cause, and draw their thou* 

sands. 
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To-morrow, from the UDgrateful Parthian*s side-: 
The leaders of the troops through which we pass, 
Rais'd by my pow'r, devoted to my service. 
Shall make our passage secret and secure. 

Der, Already, mighty Sultan, art thou safe. 
Since, by yon passing torches' light, I guess. 
To his pavilion Tamerlane retires, 
Attended by a train of waiting courtiers. 
All who remain within these tents are thine. 
And hail thee as their lord. 
Ha ! the Italian prince. 
With sad Moneses, are not yet gone forth. 

Baj, Ha ! with our queen and daughter ! 

Omar, They are ours : 
I mark*d the slaves, who waited on Axalla; 
They,, when the emperor pass'd out, prest on. 
And mingled with the crowd, nor miss*d their lord: 
He is your pris'ner, sir : .1 go this moment. 
To seize, and bring him to receive his doom. 

[Exit Omar* 

Baj. Haste, Haly, follow, and secure the Greek : 
Him too I wish to keep within my power. 

{^Eadt Halt. 

Der. If my dread lord permit his slave to speak, 
I would advise to spare Axalla's life. 
Till we are safe beyond the Parthian's pow'r : 
Him, as our pledge of safety, may we hold j 
And, could you gain him to assist your flight. 
It might import you much. 

Baj, Thou counsell'st well ; 
And though 1 hate him (for he is a Christian, 
And to my mortal enemy devoted), 
Yet, to secure my liberty and vengeance, 
I wish he now were ours. 

Der, And see, they come ! 
Fortune repents ; again she courts your side, 
And, with this first fair offering of success, 
She woos you to forget her crime of yesterday. 
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Enter Omaa, xioitk Axalla^ Four Mutes ; S£lima 

JoUmjoingj weeping. 

Ax. I will not call thee villain -, 'tis a name 
Too holy for thy crime : to break thy faith^ 
And turn a reb^l to so good a master^ 
Is an ingratitude unmatched on earth. 
The first revolting angeVs pride could only 
Do more than thou hast done. Thou copy'st well. 
And keep*st the black original in view. 

Omar, Do rage, and vainly call upon thy master 
To save his minion. My revenge has caught thee. 
And I will make thee curse that fond presumption, 
That set thee on to rival me in aught» 

Baj. Christian, I hold thy fate at my disposal ! 
One only way remains to mercy open 5 
Be partner of my flight and my revenge, 
And thou art safe. Thy other choice is death. 

Ax, Then briefly thus. Death is the choice I make ; 
Since, next to Heav*n, my master and my friend 
Has interest in my life, and still shall claim it. 

Baj. Then take thy wish — Call in our mutes! 

Set. My father, 
If yet you have not sworn to cast me oflF, 
And turn me out to wander in misfortune ; 
If yet my voice be gracious in your ears j 
If yet my duty and my love offend not. 
Oh, call your sentence back, and save Axalla ! 

Biij. Rise, Selima ! The slave deserves to die, 
AVho dur^t, with sullen pride, refuse my mercy : 
Vet, for thy sake, once more I offer life. 

Sel. Some angel whisper to my anxious soul. 
What I shall do to save him. 
Oh, my Axalla ! seem but to consent. — 

[Aside to Axalla. 
Unkind and cruel, will you then do nothing } 
I find I am not worth thy least of cares. 

Ax, Oh, labour not to hang dishonour on me ! 
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I could bear sickness^ paio^ and poverty^ 
Those mortal evils^ worse than death, for thee. 
But this— It has the force of fate againstus. 
And cannot be. 

SeL See, see, sir, he relents, £71? Bajazet. 

Already he inclines to oivn your cause. 
A little longer, and he is all yoiirs. 

Baj. Then mark how far a father's fondness yields. 
Till midnight I defer the death he merits. 
And give him up till then to thy persuasion. 
If, by that time, he meets my will, he lives ; 
If not, thyself shalt own he dies with justice. 

Ax, 'Tis but to lengthen life upon the rack : 
I am resolv'd already. 

Sel. Oh, be still, 
Nor rashly urge a ruin on us both! 
'Tis but a moment more I have to save thee. 
Be kind, auspicious Alia, to my pray-r; 
More for my love, than for myself, I fear ; 
Neglect mankind a while, and make him all thy care ! 

[^Exeunt Axalla and SELiiyf a.- 

J3aj, Moneses, — is that dog secur'd ? 

Omar. He is. 

Baj> 'Tis well-T-My soul perceives returning greatr 
ness. 
As nature feels the spring. Lightly she bounds. 
And shakes dishonour, like a burden, from herj 
Once more imperial, awful^ and herself. 

lExeunf* 
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ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I. 



Bajazet's Tent. 



Arpasia discovered. 



Arp, Sure 'tis a horror^ more than darkness brings^ 
That sits upon the night 1 
Not long ago^ a troop of ghastly slaves 
Rush*d in, and forc'd Moneses from my sight ; 
Death hung so heavy on his drooping spirits. 
That scarcely could he say — Farewell — for ever ! 
And yet, methinks, some gentle spirit whispers^ 
Thy peace draws near, Arpasia, sigh no more 1 
And see, the king of terrors is at hand ; 
His minister appears. 

Enter Ba jazet and Halt. 

Baj. \_Aside to Haly.] The rest I leave 
To thy despatch. For, oh ! my faithful Haly, 
Another care has taken up thy master. 
Spite of the high -wrought tempest in my soul. 
Spite of the pangs which jealousy has cost me. 
This haughty woman reigns within my breast. 

Haly. Why wears ray lord 
An anxious thought for what his pow'r commands ? 
When, in an happy hour, you shall, ere long. 
Have borne the empress from amidst your foes. 
She must be yours, be only and all yours. 
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Baj. On that depends my fear. Yes^ I must have 
her; 
I own, I will not, cannot go without her. 
Be near to wait my will. [Ex// Haly. 

When last we parted, 'twas on angry terms 3 
Let the remembrance die, or kindly think. 
That jealous rage is but a hasty flame. 
That blazes out, when love too fiercely burns. 

j^rp. For thee to wrong me, and for me to suflfer. 
Is the hard lesson that my soul has learnt : 
Nor is it worth my leisure to distinguish 
Jf love or jealousy commit the violence -, 
Each have alike l>een fatal to my peace. 
Confirming me a wretch, and thee a tyrant. 

JBaj. Still to deform thy gentle brow with frowns, 
And still to be perverse, it is a manner 
Abhorrent from the softness of thy sex : 
Women, like summer storms, a while are doudy. 
Burst out in thunder, and impetuous show'rs ; 
But straight, the sun of beauty dawns abroad, 
And all the fair horizon is serene. 

jirp. Then, to retrieve the honour of my sex. 
Here I disclaim that changing and inconstancy : 
To thee I will be ever as I am. 

Baj. Thou say'st I am a tyrant ; think so still. 
And let it warn thy prudence to lay hold 
On the good hour of peace, that courts thee now. 
Souls, form'd like mine, brook being scorn'd but ill. 
Be well advis*d, and profit by my patience ; 
It is a short-liv'd virtue, 

^rp. Turn thy eyes 
Back on the story of my woes, barbarian ! 
Thou, that hast violated all respects 
Due to my sex, and honour of my birth. 
Thou brutal ravisher! 
Can I have peace with thee } 
Impossible ! First heav*n and hell shall join -, 
They only differ more. 
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Baj» I see, 'tis vain. 
To court thy stubborn temper with endearments. 
Resolve, this moment, to return my love. 
And be the willing partner of my flight. 
Or, by the prophet's holy law, thou diest. 

Arp, And dost thou hope to fright me with the 
phantom, 
Death? 'Tis the greatest mercy thou canst givej 
So frequent are the murders of thy reign. 
One day scarce passing by unmark*d with blood, 
That children, by long use, have learnt to scorn it. 
Know, I disdain to aid thy treacherous purpose. 
And shouldst thou dare to force me, with my cries 
I will call Heav'n and earth to my assistance. 

Baj, Confusion! dost thou brave me? But my 
wrath 
Shall find a passage to thy swelling heart. 
And rack thee worse than all the pains of death. 
That Grecian dog, the minion of thy wishes. 
Shall be draggM forth, and butcher'd in thy sight : 
Thou shalt behold him, when his pangs are terrible^ 
Till thou shalt rend thy hair, tear out thy eyes,, 
And curse thy pride ; while I applaud my vengeance. 

Arp, Oh, fatal image ! All my pow'rs give way. 
And resolution sickens at the thou&rht. 
Come, all ye great examples of my sex, 
Chaste virgins, tender wives, and pious matrons ; 
Come to my aid, and teach me to defy 
The malice of this fiend ! I fed, I feel 
Your sacred spirit arm me to resistance. 
Yes, tyrant, 1 will stand this shock of fate j 
Will live to triumph o*er thee, for a moment, 
Then die well pleas'd, and follow my Moneses. 

Boj, Thou talk'st it well. But talking is thy pri- 
vilege ', 
'Tis all the boasted courage of thy sex 5 
Though, for thy soul, thou dar'st not meet the danger. 

Arp, By all my hopes of happiness^ I dare I- 
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Bqf, This moment is the trial.. 

Arp. Let it come ! 
This momenti then, shall show I am a Greek, 
And speak my country's courage in my suffering. 

Baj» Here, mercy, I disclaim thee! Mark me» 
traitress ! 
My love prepares a victim to thy pride. 
And When it greets thee next, 'twill be in blood. 

{^Exii. 

Arp, MyVeart beats higher, and my nimble spirits 
Ride swiftly through their purple channels round. 
And see, my last of sorrows is at hand ; 
Death and Moneses come together to me ; 
As if my stars, that had so long been cruel. 
Grew kind at last, and gave me all I wish. 

Entef* Moneses, guarded by some Mutes ; others 
attending toith a Cup of Poison and a Bovo- String. 

Mon, I charge ye, O ye ministers of fate ! 
Be swift to execute your master s will : 
Bear me to my Arpasia ; let me tell her. 
The t3rrant is grown kind. He bids me go 
And die beneath her feet. 

Arp. If it be happiness, alas ! to die. 
To lie forgotten in the silent grave. 
To love and glory lost, and from among 
The great Creator s works expunged and blotted. 
Then, very shortly, shall we both be happy. 

Mon, There is no room for doubt; 'tis certain bliss. 
The tyrant's cruel violence, thy loss. 
Already seem more light ; nor has my soul 
One unrepented guilt upon remembrance. 
To make me dread the justice of hereafter ; 
But standing now on the last verge of life, 
Boldly I view the vast abyss, eternity, 
£ager to plunge, and leave my woes behind me. 

Arp, By all the truth of our past loves, I vow. 
To die appears a very nothing to me.. 
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This very now 1 cauld put off my being . 
Without a groan! but to behold thee die !• 



Nature shrinks in me at the dreadful thought, 
Nor can my constancy sustain this blow. 

Man . Since thcu art arm'd for all things after death, 
.Why should the pomp and preparation of it 
Be frightful to thy eyes } There's not a pain. 
Which age or sickness brings, the least disorder. 
That vexes any part of this fine frame, 
But's full as grievous. All that the mind feels 
Is much, much more. — ^And see, I go to prove it. 

Enter a Mute ', lie signs to the rest, tvko proffer a 
BoW' String to Moneses. 

JIrp, Think, ere we part ! — 

Mon. Of what? • 

Arp, Of something soft, 
Tender and kind, of something wondrous sad. 
Oh, my full soul ! 

Mon, My tongue is at a loss ; 
Thoughts crowd so fast, thy name is all I've left. 
My kindest, truest, dearest, best Arpasia ! 

IThe Mutes struggle iiitk kirn, 
' Arp. I have a thousand, thousand things to utter, 
A thousand more ta hear yet. Barbarous villains .' 
Give me a minute. Speak to me, Moneses ! 

Mon. Speak to thee ? *Tis the business of my life, 
*Tis all the use I have for vital air. 
Stand off, ye slaves ! To tell thee that my heart 
Is full of thee ; that even at this dread moment. 
My fond eyes gaze with joy and rapture on thee j 
Angels, and light it$elf> are not so fair. 

Enter Bajazet, Haly, and Attendants. 

Baj, Ha ! wherefore lives this dog ? Be. quick, ye 
slaves ! 
And rid me of my pain. 
;\/o«. For only death. 
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And the last night, can shut out my Arpasia. 

[ The MuT Es strangle Mo m es es. 
Arp, Oh, dismal ! 'tis not to be borne ! Ye mo- 
ralists ! 
Ye talkers ! what are all your precepts now ? 
Patience ! Distraction ! Blast tiie tyrant^ blast him> 
Avenging lightnings ! Snatch him hence, ye fiends ! 
Love! Death! Moneses! — oh! {She dies. 

. Baj\ Can it be possible ! Can rage and grief, 
Can love and indignation be so fierce^ 
So mortal, in a woman's heart ? Confusion I 
Is she escaped then ? What is royalty. 
If those, that are my slaves, and should live for me. 
Can die, and bid defiance to my power ! 

Enter the Dervisb* 

Der* The valiant Omar sends, to tell thy greatness 
The hour of flight is come^ and urges haste ; 
Since he descries, near Tamerlane's pavilion^ 
Bright troops of crowding torches, who from, thence, 
On either hand stretch far into the night. 
And seem to form a shining front of battle; 
Behold, e*en from this place thou may'st discern them. 

^Looking out* 

Baj. By Alia, yes ! they cast a day around them. 
And the plain seems thick set with stars, as heav'n. 
Ha! or my eyes are false, they move this way; 
'Tis certain so. fly, Haly, to our daughter. 

[^Ejcit Haly, 
Let some secure the christian prince, Axalla; 
We will b^one this minute. 

Enter Omab. 

Omar. Lost! undone! 

Bqj. What mean'st thou } 

Omar. All our hopes of flight are lost. 
Mirvan and Zama, with the Parthian horse. 
Enclose us round, they hold us in a toil. 

Ba/, Ha ! whence this unexpected curse of chance ? 
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Omar. Too late I learnt^ that, early in* the night> 
A slave was suffer' cl by the princess' order. 
To pass the guard. I clove the villain down. 
Who yielded to his flight : but that's poor vengeance! 
That fugitive has rais'd the camp upon us. 
And, unperceiv'd, by favour of the night. 
In silence they have march'd to intercept us. 

Baj. My daughter ! Oh, the traitress ! 

Der, Yet wre have 
Axalla in our power ; and angry Tamerlane 
Will buy his fav'rite's life, on any terms. 

Omar, With those few friends 1 have, I, for a while. 
Can face their, force : if they refuse us peace. 
Revenge shall sweeten ruin. [jEInV. 

Enter Haly, mth Selima, weeping, 

Baj. See where she comes, with well dissembled 
innocence j 
With truth and faith so lovely in her face. 
As if she dur^t e'en disavow the falsehood.* 
Hop' St thou to make amends with trifling tears. 
For my lost crown, and disapp6inted vengeance? 
Ungrateful Selima ! thy father's curse ! 
Bring forth the minion of her foolish heart ! 
He dies this moment."—^— 

Haly. Would I could not speak 
The crime of fatal love ! The slave Vvho fled, 
By whom, we are undone, was that Axalla. 

Baj. Ha ! say'st thou ! 

Haly. Hid beiieath that vile appearance. 
The princess found a means for his escape. 

Set. I am undone! e'en nature has disclaim'd me! 
My father-! have I lost you all ?^'My father ! 

Baj. Talk'st thou of nature, who hast broke her 
bands ! 
Thou art my bane, thou witch ! thou infant panicide! 
But I will study to be strangely cruel ; 
1 will forget the folly of my fondness j 
Drive ill! the father from my brc^V. \ wo\n ^w^0fiL>5wtR., 
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Tear thee to pieces, drink thy treacherous blood. 
And make thee answer all my great revenge ! 
Now, now, thou traitress ! [Offers to kill her, 

SeL Plunge the poniard deep I [She kneels. 

The life my father gave shall hear his summons, 
And issue at the wound-— 
Since from your spring I drew the purple stream, 
And I must pay it back, if you demand it. 

Baj. Hence from my thoughts, thou soft relenting 
weakness ! 
Hast thou not given me up a prey ? betray*d me ! 

SeL Oh, not for worlds ! not even for all the joys. 
Love, or the prophet's paradise, can give I 
Amidst the thousand pains of anxious tenderness, 
I made the gentle, kind Axalla swear. 
Your lif^, your crown, and honour should be safe. 

Bqj, Away ! my soul disdains the vile dependence ! 
No, let me rather die, die like a king ! 
Shall £ fall down at the proud Tartar's foot. 
And say, Have mercy on me? Hark! they come ! 

IShout. 
Disgrace will overtake my lingering hand 3 
Die then ! Thy father's shame, and thine, die with 
thee. \Offers to kill her, 

SeL For Heav'n, for pity's sake ! 

l^She catches hold of his Arm, 

Baj.Ho. ! dar'stthoubar my will? Tear off her hold ! 

SeL What, not for life! Should I not plead for 
life? 
Look on my eyes, which you so oft have kiss'd. 
And swore they were your best-lov'd queen's, my 

mother's : 
Behold them now streaming for mercy, mercy ! ' 
Oh, spare me ! Spare your Selima, my father ! 

Baj. A lazy sloth hangs on my resolution : 
It is my Selima! — ^Ha ! What, my child ! 
And can I murder her ? — Dreadful imagination ! 
Again they come ! I leave her to my foes ! [Shouts. 
Ami shall they triumph o'er the race of Bajazet ! 
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Die, Selima ! Is that a father^s voice ? 

Out, out^ thou foolish nature ! 

Seize her^ ye slaves^ and strangle her this moment! 

[To the Mutes. 
SeL Oh> let me die by you ! Behold my breast ! 
I will not shrink ! Oh> save me but from these ! 
Bau Despatch ! [The Mutes seixe her. 

Set But for a moment, while I pray, 
That Heav'n may guard my royal father. 
Bai, Dogs ! 
Set That you may only bless me ere I die. 

[Shouts, 
Bnj, Ye tedious villains ! then the work is mine* 
[Bajazet runs at Selima with his Sword. 

Enter Axalla, Sfc. Axalla gets bettoeen Bajazet 
and Selima, and drives Bajazet and the Mutes 
off the Stage, 

Ax, And am I come to save thee ? Oh ! my joy ! 
Be this the whitest hour of all my life : 
This one success is more than all my wars. 
The noblest, dearest, glory of my sword. 

SeL Alas, Axalla ! Death has been around me $ 
My coward soul still trembles at the fright. 
And seems but half secure, ev'n in thy arms. 

Ax, Retire, my fair, and let me guard thee forth : 
Blood and tumultuous slaughter are about us. 
And Danger, in her ugliest forms, is here } 
Nor will the pleasure of my heart be full. 
Till all my fears are ended in thy safety. 

[Exeunt Axalla and Selima. 

Enter Tamerlane, the Prince of Tanais, Zama, 
MiRVAi^, and Soldiers ; tvsVA Bajazet, Omar, 
and the Dervise, Prisoners. 

Tarn. Mercy, at length, gives up her peaceful 
sceptre. 
And Justice sternly takes her turn to govern ; 
'Tis a rank world, and asks her \Leeneal vKot^> 
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To cut up villany of monstrous growth. 
Zama, tjike care, that with the earliest dawn^ 
Those traitors meet the fate their treason merits ! 

^Pointing to Omar and the Dervise. 
For thee, thou tyrant! [To Bajazet.] whose op- 
pressive violence 
Has ruined those thou shouldst protect at home^ 
AVhat punishment is equal to thy crimes } 
The doom^ thy rage design'd for me, be thine : 
Clos*d in a cage, like some destructive beast, 
111 have thee borne about in public view, 
A great example of that righteous vengeance. 
That waits on cruelty, and pride, like thine. 
Bct^. It is beneath me to decline my fate, 

1 stand prepared to meet thy utmost hate : 
Yet think not, I will long thy triumph see : 
None want the means, when the soul dares be free. 
1*11 curse thee with my last, my parting breath. 
And keep the courage of my life in death ; 

Then boldly venture on that world unknown : 
It cannot use me worse than this has done. 

lExit "Rm kZET, guarded. 
Tarn, Behold the vain effects of earth-born pride. 
That scorn*d Heav'n's laws, and all its pow'r defy'd. 
That could the hand, which form*d it first, forget. 
And fondly say, I made myself be great ! 
But justly those above assert their sway. 
And teach ev*n kings what homage they should pay, 
Who then rules best, when mindful to obey. 

[Exeunt omnes. 



THE END. 
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REMARKS. 



The author of this tragedy was a tradesman^ whi(!h 
Blight influence his taste tor the description of scenes 
in hamble life ; beyond which^ his acquaintance could 
not extend but in theory. 

The popular ballad of " George Barnwell*' furnish- 
ed him with an excellent subject to gratify his incli- 
nation ; and its moral tendency did just honour to* the ^ 
writer's character^ which was that of worth and pro- 
bity. 

Lillo was born in 1693, and was by professioQ a 
jeweller. He lived in London, near Moorgate, in the 
same neighbourhood where he received his birth: and 
in the year 1732, having produced this tragedy* he 
presented it to Mr Theophilus Gibber, th«n maniitger 
of the summer company at the theatre royal Dniry 
Lane. 

Mr Gibber eagerly accepted this new species of 
pathetic drama ; but, on announcing it for perform- 
ance, its well-known title, " The true Story of 
George Barnwell,'* made a very unfavourable im- 
pression upon the refined part of the town* and they 
condemned the presumption of the author/ in hoping 
to make them sympathize in the sorrows of any man 
beneath the rank of an emperor* ki&g> oc «.t&.\«»fiA.'QL« 
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Qd the first night of representation^ the greatest 
^rt of the audience assembled to laugh* and brought 
witMhem the old ballad on the subject, as a token of 
ridicule; buti aa the play proceeded, they became 
ittentiyey then interested, and, at length, threw down 
the ancient ditty, and drew forth their handkerchiefs^ 

Pope was amongst the distinguished persons who 
bad the curiosity to be present at the first perform- 
ance of ** George Barnwell/' and he commended the 
work» He observed* that the fable was well conducted* 
and the diction natural ; or if, at times, it was elevated 
aomething above the simplicity of the characters, it 
never descended to meanness, or departed from that 
truth of style calculated to reach the heart. 

The play was performed twenty nights successively 
on its first appearance, nor did it lose its attraction 
in the winter season* being frequently acted to crowd- 
ed houses ; and warmly patronised by merchants and 
other opulent citizens. 

Revived notions of elegance in calamity have, in 
later times, reduced this play to a mere holiday per- 
formance, to warn apprentices and servantmen against 
the arts of depraved females ; and point out to them 
the inevitable destruction that must ensue upon the 
first breach of trust. 

In spite of so coarse a moral for refined delinquents* 
*' George Barnwell'' is an evening^s entertainment 
worthy of the most judicious admirer of the draroa^ 
when C. Kemble performs the character/ Till he 

* He appeared in the character wheb he was not older than 
BaniireU to described to be. 
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represented it, the tragedy was fallen into absolute 
contempt, by tbe appearance of actors in Barnweli» 
whose persons and ages gave not the slightest resem- 
blance of the bashful youth described ; and conse* 
quently could excite no mercy towards his crimes, no 
pity for his sufferings. 

The difficulty of representing this tragedy, so as to 
impress every auditor with its value as a dramatic en- 
tertainment, exists in procuring an actor who is young 
Enough to look like the merchant's stripling clerk, 
and yet performer good enough to paint the tumult of 
various passions which rend his youthful breast 

In a criticism upon this play, in the '* Biographia 
Dramatica,'' it is alleged, that Dr Samuel Johnson 
has given his sentiments upon the question, whether 
tragedies, in which the plots are taken from domestic 
life, should be written in metre or prose ? whivily 
against the latter ; declaring — <' that he could hardly 
consider a prose tragedy as dramatic." 

But it should be recollected, that this opinion was 
delivered to the writer of a tragedy in prose, (Mr Ed* 
mund Howard, auttior of'' The Female Gamester,") 
who brought his manuscript for the doctorV judg* 
ment pn the work ; and it was a far more gentle me- 
thod of pronouncing condemnation on the pertbrm'* 
ance,— -to point out one great and fatal mistake in 
the author's general planj than to tortuie him by ex- 
posing a multitude of faults in every species. 

The author of " George Barjiwell" died in Septem- 
ber, ns% in the 47th ye^r of his age. On which 
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occRsion, the author of " Tom Jones" printed the fol- 
lowing cbarRcter of him in " The Champion/' 

'' He had a perfect knowledge of human nature^ 
though his contempt of all hase means of application* 
which are the necessary steps to great acquaintance, 
restrained his conversation wfthin very narrow bounds. 
He had the spirit of an old Roman, joined to a primi^* 
tif e Christian. He was content with his little state of 
life, in which his excellent temper of mind gave him 
an happiness beyond the power of riches ; and it was 
necessary for his friends to have a sharp insight into 
his want of their services* as well as good inclination* 
and abilities^ to serve him*. In short* he was one of 
the best of men* and those who knew him best* wili 
most regret his loss.'' 
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GEORGE BARNWELL. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCBNBk 



A Room in Thorowgood*8 House* 



Enter Tborowgood and Trubman. 

True. Sir, the packet from Genoa is arrived* 

[Gives Lettcrtm 
Thor. Heaven be praised ! the storm» that threat- 
ened our royal mistress, pure religion, liberty, and 
laws, is for a time diverted* The haughty and re- 
Tengeful enemy, disappointed of the loan on which 
he depended from Genoa, must now attend the slovr 
returns of wealth from his new world, to supply his 
empty cofiers, ere he can execute his proposed inva- 
sion of our happy island. By this means, time is 
fained to make such preparations on Qur part, as may, 
leaven concurring, prevent his malice, or turn the 
meditated mischief on himself. 

True, He must be insensible indeed, who is not af- 
fected when the safety of his country is concerned.-^ 
Sir, may I know by what mea&«f«i~lf I am not to(^ 
boki — ^ 

5 
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Thor* Your cariosity is laudable, and I gratify it 
with the greater pleasure, because, iiroai thence you 
may learn, how honest merchants* as such, may some- 
times contribute to the safety of their country, as they 
do at all times to its happiness; that if hereafter you 
should, be tempted to any action that bas the appear- 
ance of vice or meanness in it, upon reflecting on the 
dignity of our profession, you may, with honest scorn, 
reject whatever is unworthy of it. 

True. Should Barnwell, or I, who have the bene- 
fit of your example, by our ill conduct, bring any im- 
putation on that honourable name, we roust be left 
without excuse. 

Thor, You compliment, young man. [Trueman 
hoins rcspeclftdli^J] Kay, I am not offended. As the 
name ot merchant never degrades the gentleman, so 
by no means does it exclude him* Only take heed 
not to purchase the character of complaisant at the 
expense of sincerity. 

True, Sir, have you any commands for me at this 
time? 

Thor, Only look carefully over the files, to see 
whether there are any tradesmen's bills unpaid ; if 
there are, send and discharge them. We must not 
let artificers lose their time, so useful to the public and 
their families, in unnecessary attendance. 

[Exit Trueman. 

Enter Mabia. 

Well, Maria, have you given orders for the enter- 
tainment ? I would have it in some measure worthy 
the guests. Let there be plenty, and of the best, 
that the courtiers may at least commend our hospita- 

Mar, Sir, I have endeavoured not to wrong your 
well-known generosity by an ill-timed parsimony. 

Thor. Nay, 'twas a needless*. caution: 1 have no 
cause to doubt your prudence. 
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Mar. Srr« I 6ad myself unfit for coDTersation : I 
should bat increase the number of the company^ with- 
out adding to their satisfaction, 

Thor. Nay, my child, this melancholy must not 
be indulged. 

Mar. Companr will but increase it : I wish yoa 
would dispense with my presence. Solitude best suits 
my present temper. 

Thor. You are not insensible, that it is chiefly on 
your account these noble lords do me the honour so 
frequently to grace my board. Should you be absent^ 
the disappointment may make them wptnt of their 
condescension, and thiak their labour lost. 

Mar. He, that shall think his time or honour lost 
in Tisiting you, can set no real value on your dauglw 
tePs company, whose only merit i^ that she is yours. 
The man of quality^ who chases to converse with a 
gentleman and merchant of your worth and character 
may confor honour by so doing, but he loses none. 

Thor. Come, come, Maria, I need not tell you, thai 
a young gentleman may prefer your conversation t^ 
mine, and yet intend me no disrespect at all. For 
though he may lose no honour in n>y company, 'tif 
very natural for him to expect more pleasure in yours. 
I remember the time, when the company of the great* 
est and wisest men in the kingdcmi would have been 
insipid and tiresome to me, if it had deprived me of 
an opportunity of enjoying your mother's. 

Mar^ Yours, no doubt, was as agreeable to her ; 
for generous minds know no pleasure in society but 
where 'tis mutual. 

Thor. Thou knowest I have no heir, no child, but 
thee; the fruits of many years successful industry 
must all be thine. Now, it would give me pleasorei, 
great as my love, to see on whom you will bestow it. 
I am daily solicited by men of the greatest rank and 
jnerit for leave to address you: but 1 have hitherto 
declined it^ in hopes that, by observation, I should 
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karn which way your inclination tends; for^ as I 
know love to be essential to happiness in the married 
stale, I had rather my approbation should confirai 
your choice than direct it. 

Mar. VVhat can I say ? How shall I answer as I 
ought, this teiidemesB, so uncommon e^en in the best 
of parents ? But you are without example : yet, had 
you been less indulgent, I had been most wretched. 
That I look on the crowd of courtiers that visit here, 
with equal esteem, but equal indiiierence, you have ob- 
served, and I roust needs confess ; yet, had you assert- 
ed your authority, and insisted on a parent's right to 
be obeyed, I had submittedy and to my duty sacrificed 
my peace. 

'nif3r. From your perfect obedience in every other 
instance, I feared as much; and therefore would 
leave you without a bias in an ai&ir wherein your 
happiness is so immediately concerned. 

Afar. Whether from a want of that just ambition 
that would become your daughter, or from some other 
cause, I know not ; but I find high birth and titles 
don't recommend the maa, who owns them, to my af- 
fections. 

Thor, I would not that they should, unless his me- 
rit recommends him more. A noble birth and for- 
tune, though they make not a bad man good, yet they 
-are a real advantage to a worthy one, and place his 
virtues in the fairest light. 

Mar. I cannot answer for my inclinations; but 
they shall ever be submitted to your wisdom and au- 
thority. And as you will not compel me to marry 
where I cannot love, love shall never make me act 
contrary to my duty. Sir, have I your permission to 
retire ? 

Thor. ril see you to your chamber. [£x«/»/. 
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SCENE IL 



A Room in Millwood's House* 

Millwood and Luc7 discovered. 

Mill. How do I look to-day, Lvcy ? 

lAuy. Oh, killingly, madam ! A little more red, and 
you'll be irresistible. — But why this more than ordi- 
nary care of your dress and complexion ? What new 
conquest are you aiming at ? 

MilL A conquest would be new indeed. 

Lucy, Not to you who make them every day—- but 
to me Well, 'tis what Pm never to expect— un- 
fortunate as I am ■■ But your wit and beaut y 

Mill. First made me a wretch-, and still continue 
me so. Men, however generous or sincere to one an* 
other, are all selfish hypocrites in their afiairs with us; 
we are no otherwi|ie esteemed or regarded by them^ 
but as 1^ contribute to their satisfaction. We are 
but slaves to men. It is a general maxim among th« 
knowing part of mankind, that a woman without vir- 
tue, like a man without honour or honesty, is capable 
of any action, though ever so vile ; and yet what pains 
will they not take, what arts not use, to seduce us from 
our innocence, and make us contemptible and wicked^ 
even in their own opinion ! Then is it not just, the 
villains, to their cost, should find us so? But guilt 
makes them suspicious, and keeps them on their guard ; 
therefore we can take advantage only of the young 
and imaocent part of the sex, who, having never inju- 
red women, apprehend no injury from them. 

Liicv. Ay, they must be young indeed, 

MiiL Such a oue^ I think, I have found* As I have 
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passed through the city« I have often observed him 

receiving and paying considerable sums of money ; 

from thence i conclude he is employed in affiiirs of 

consequence* 

Lucy. Is he handsome \ 

MiU. Ay, ay, the stripling is well made, and has 

a ffood face. 
Lucy, About——. 
MuL Eighteen. 
Lucy. Innocenty handsome, and about eighteen I— 

You'll be vastly happy. Why, If you manage well, 

you may keep him to yourself these two or three 
years. 

MiU^ If I manage well, I shall have done with him 
much sooner. Having long had a design on him» and 
meeting him yesterday, I made a full stop, and gazing 
wishfully in his face, asked his name. He blushed^ 
and bowing very low, answered, Georse Barnwell^ I 
besged his pardon for the freedom I had taken, and 
told him, that he was the person I had long wished t(» 
see, and to whom I had an affair of importance to 
communicate, at a proper time and place. He named 
a tavern ; 1 talked of honour and Imputation, and in* 
vited him to my house. He swallowed the Kait., pro* 
mised to come, and this is the time I expect him.— 
[^Knocking at the Doorm'j Somebody knocks— -D'ye 
hear ? I am at home to nobody to-day but him. [Exit 
LucT.] Less afiairs must gitre way to those of more 
<X)nsequence, and 1 am strangely mistaken, if this does 
not prove of great importance to roe, and him too, 
before I have done with bim. — Now, after what man* 

ner shall 1 receive him ? Let me consider What 

manner of person am I to receive ? He is young, in- 
nocent, and bashful : therefore t must take care not 
to put him out of countenance, at first. But then, if 
I have any skill in physiognomy, he is amorous; and 
with a little assistance will soon get the better of his 
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modesty. PI1 e'en trust to nature, who does wonders 
SI these matters. 

jLiUer Barnwell, bowing very hw.'^LvcY ai a 

Distance* 

Mitt. Str» the surprise and joy 

Bam. Madam! 

JMilL This is such a favou r ■ [Advancing4 

Barn, Pardon me, madam. 

I^ilL So unhoped for! [Still advances^^^BAHHWitLL 
sfihUs her, and letires in confusion*} To see you heie 
—*— Excuse the confusion-p^-»- 

Barn. I fear I am too bold--— - 

Mill, Alas, sir^ I may justly apprehend yon think 
me so» Please^ sir, to sit 1 am as much- at a loss 
bow to receive this honour as 1 ought, as I am tor- 
prised at your goodness in conferring it. 

Barn. I thought you had expected me: I pfomi- 
sed to come. 

Mill. That is the more surprising : few men art 
i^iich religious observers of their word* 

Bern. All who are honest are. 

^iU. To one another; but we simple women are 
seldom thought of consequence enough to gain a place 
kk their remembrance. ' ' 

{Lai/ing her hand on his, as by accident* 

Barn. Her disorder is so great, she don't perceive 
che has laid her hand on mine. Heavens 1 How she 
trembles ! — What can this mean ? [Aside. 

MiiU 1 he interest I have in all that relates to you, 

()he reason of which you shall know hereafter) ex- 

ciies my curiosity ; and were I sure you would pardon 

my presumption, 1 should desire to know your real 

.^Btmients on a very particular subject. 

ham. Madam, you n^ay command my poor thoughts 
«n any subject; 1 have none tliat I would con<ceaI. 
MiiU You'll think me bold ? 
ham. No, indeed. 

1^ 
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MSL Whaty then, are your thoughts of love ? 

Bam- If you mean the general love we owe to man* 
kind, I think no one has more of it in his temper than 
myself. I don't know that person in the worlds whose 
happiness I don't wish, and would not promote, were 
it in my power. In an ^special manner I love my 
uncle and my master ; but, above all» my friend. 

Mill, You have a friend> then, whom you love? 

Barn, As he does me, sincerely. 

Mill. He isy no doubt, often blessed' with your 
company and couversation ? 

Bam. We live in one house, and**both serve the 
same worthy merchant, 

MUL Happy, happy youth 1 whoe'er thou art, I 
envy thee. What have I lost, by being formed a 
woman ! I hate my sex, myself. Had I been a man, 
I might, perhaps, have been as happy in your friend- 
ship, as he who now enjoys it: but as it is 
Oh! 

Bam, I never observed woman before ; or this is 
sure the most beautiful of her sex. [^Asidc.^ — ^Yoa 
seem disordered, madam ■ May I know the cause ? 

MUL Do not ask me 1 can never speak it, 

whatever is the cause. I wish for things impossible. 
I would be a servant, bound to the same master, to 
live in one house with you. 

Bam. How strange, and yet how kind, her words 
and actions are ! and the effect they have on me is 
as strange. I must be gone, while I have power to 
go. [i^jf fife.]— 'Madam, I humbly take my leave. 

MUL You will not, sure, leave me so soon! 

Bam. Indeed I must. 

Mill. You cannot be so cruel I I have prepared a 
poor supper, at which I promised myself your com- 
pany. 

Bam. I am sorry I must refuse the honour you de- 
signed me ; but my duty to my master calls me hence. 
I never yet neglected his service* He is so gentle, 

2 
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and so good a master, that, should I wrong him« 
though he might forgive me, I should never forgive 
Bayself. 

Mili, Am I refused, by the first man, the second 
favour I ever stooped to ask ! Go then, thou proud 
bard-hearted youth ; but know, you are the only man 
that could be found, who would let me sue twice for 
greater favours. 

Bam. What shall I do ? How shall T go, or stay ? 

Mill. Yet do not, do not leave me. I with my 
•ex's pride would meet your scorn; but when 1 look 
«pon yoQ, when I behold those eyes^ — Oh ! spare my 
tongue, and let myblushes — this flood of tears too, 
that will force its way, declare— -what woman's mo* 
desty should hide. 

Barn» Oh, Heavens ! she loves me^ worthless as I 
am. Her looks, her words, her flowing tears, confess 
it. And can I leave her then ? Oh, never, never I-— 
Madam, dry up your tears : you shall command me 
always ; I will stay here for ever, if you would have 
me. 

Luc^. So : she has whfedled him out of his virtue 
of obedience already, and will strip him of all the 
rest, one after another, till she has left him as few as' 
her ladyphip, or myself. [Aside. 

Mill, Now you are kind, indeed ; but I mean not 
to detain you always : 1 would have you shake off all 
slavish obedience to your master; but you may serve 
him still. 

Ltici/. Serve him still ! Ay, or he'll have no oppor- 
tunity of fingering his cash ; and then he'll not serve 
your end, I'll be sworn, {Asidt. 

Enter Blunt. 

Blunf. Madam, supper's on the table. 

MilL €ome, sir, you'll excuse all defects. My 
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thoaglitt were toe much employed on my goeat^ to 
gbsenre the eatertainmeot. 

[Exeunt Barnwell and Millwood, 

Bbmt* What I is all this preparation, this elegant 
rapper, variety of wioes, and musip, for the entertain* 
ment of that yonug fellow i 

Lttci^ So it seems. 

Blunt, How ! is our mistress turned fool at last t 
She's in love with him, I suppose. 

Iduy. I suppose not But she designs to make him 
in love with her, if she can. 

Blunt. What will she get by that i He seems un« 
der age, and canH be suppoaed to have much money* 

Xt^ But his master has, and that's the same things 
as> she'll manage it. 

Blunt, I don't like this fooling with a handsome 
young fellow: while she's endeavouring to ensnare 
him, she may be caught herself. 

Luc^m Nay, were she like me, that would certunly 
be the consequence : for, I confess, there is something^ 
in youth and innocence that moves me mightily. 

Blunt* Yes; so does the ^oothness and plumpness 
of a partrkige move a mighty desire in the hawk to 
be the destruction of it. 

Zffcy. Why, birds are their prey, and men are ours; 
though, as you observed, we are sometimes caught 
ourselves. But that, I dare say* will never be the case 
of our mistress. 

Blunt* I wish it may prove so ; for you know we 
all depend upon her. Should she trifle away her time 
with a young fellow that there's nothing to be got by« 
we must all starve. 

Lucy* There's no danger of that; for I am sure 
she has no view in this aftair but interest. 

Bluni. Well, and what hopes are there of success 
in that? 

Lucy. The most promising that can be. 'Tis true 
the youth has his scruples ^ but she'll soon teach hiui 
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to answer them, by stifling his conscience. Oh", the 
lad is in a hopeful way, depend upon't. lExeurU^ 
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Barnwell mid Millwood discovered at Supper 

Music — after which they come forward. 

Barn, What can I aaswer? All that I know is^ 
that you are fair, and I am miserable. 

MilL We are both so, and yet the fault is in our- 
selves. 

Bam. To ease our present anguish, by plunging 
into guilt, is to buy a moment's pleasure with an age 
of pain. 

MilL I should have thought the joys of love as last* 
Sng as they are great: if ours prove otherwise, 'tis 
your inconstancy must make them so. 

Bam. The law of Ueaven^wiil not be reversed, and 
that requires us to govern our passions. 

MilL Have we passions only to torment us? 

Barn. To hear you talk, to gaze upon your beauty, 
and press your hand, inflames my wishes; my senses 
all are in a hurry, and I am on the rack of wild de- 
sire ; yet, for a moment's guilty pleasure, shall I lose 
my innocence, my peace of mind, and hopes of solid 
happiness ? 

Mill. Chimeras all ! Come on with me, and prove 

Kg joys like woman-kind, no Heav'n like love. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 

A Roam in Thobowgood's Houk» 

EuUr Basnwslu 

Barfi, How strange are all thiags round me ! Like 
some thief, who treads forbiddea ground, and faia 
would lurk unseen, fearful I enter each apartment of 
this well-known house. To guilty love« as if that 
were too little, already have I added breach of trast 
A thief! C an I know myself that wretched 
thing, and look my honest friend and injured master 
in the face ? Though hypocrisy may a while conceal 
my guilt, at length it will be known, and public shame 
and ruin must ensue. In the mean time, what must 
be my life ? Ever to speak a language foreign to my 
heart ; hourly to add to the number of my crimes, ta 
order to conceal them I Sure such was the condition 
of the grand apostate, when first he lost his purity« 
Like me, disconsolate he wandered ; and while yet ia 
heaven^ bore all his future hell about. 

Enter Trueman. 

True. Barnwell, Oh, how I rejoice to see you safe ! 
so will our master and his gentle daughter; who, du- 
ring your absence, often enquired after you. ^ 

Bara, Would he were gone ! his officious love will 
pry into the secrets of my soul, lAsidc. 
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True. Uoless you knew the paio the whole family 
has felt on your account, you can't conceive how 
much you are beloved. But why thus cold and silent? 
When my heart is full of joy for your return, why do 
you turn away ? why thus avoid me ? What have I 
doue ? how am I altered since you saw me last ? Or 
rather, what have you done? and why are you thus 
changed ? for I am still the same. 

Bam What have I done indeed ! [Aside. 

True, Not speak ! — nor Jook upon me !—* 

Barn. By my face he will discover all I would con- 
ceal ; methiiiks already I begin to hate him. [Ande, 

True. I cannot bear this usage from a friend ; ope 
whom till now I ever found so loving ; whom yet I 
love ; though this unkindness strikes at the root of 
friendship, and might destroy it in any breast but 
mine. 

Bam. I am not well. [TurwV^ to him.] Sleep has 
been a stranger to these eyes since you beheld them 
last. 

True. Heavy they look indeed, and swolen with 
tears; now they overflow. Rightly did my sympa« 
thising heart forebode last night, when thou wast ab- 
sent, something fatal to our peace. 

Bam. Your friendship engages you too far. My 
troubles, whate'er they are, are mine abne; you have 
no interest in them, nor ought your concern for me 
to give you a moment's pain. 

True* You speak as if you knew of friendship no- 
thing; but the name. Berore I saw your grief, I felt 
it. £'en now, though ignorant of the causQ, your sor- 
row wounds me to the heart. 

Bam. 'Twill not be always thus. Friendship and 
all engagements ctase as circumstances and occasions 
vary ; and since you once may hate me, perhaps it 
might be better for us both that now yon loved me 
less* 

True. Sure I but dream! Without a cause. would 
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Barnwell use roe thus? Ungenerous and ungrateful 
youthj farewell ; I shall endeavour to follow your ad- 
•vice, [Going,"] Yet stay, perhaps 1 am too rash and 
ao^rVi when the cause demands compassion. Some 
unforeseen calamity may have befallen him, too great 
to bear. 

' Bam. What part am I reduced to act p Tis vile 
and base to move his temper thus, the best of friends 
and men, ^' 

True. I am to blame ; pr'ythee, forgive me, Barn« 
well. Try to compose your ruffled mind ; and let me 
know the cause that thus transports you from your- 
self ; my friendly counsel may restore your peace. 

Bam. All that is |)ossible for man to do for man 
your generous friendship may efiect ; but here even 
that's in vain. 

Trtie, Something dreadful is labouring in your 
breast ; oh, give it vent, and let me share your grief; 
'twill ease your pain, should it admit no cure> and 
make it lif^hter by the part i bear. 

Barn. Vain supposition ! my woes increase by be- 
ing observed ; should the cause be known, they would 
excfed ail bounds. 

Ti-ue. So well I know thy honest heart, guilt can- 
not harbour there. 

Barn* Oh, torture insupportable ! [Aside, 

True* Then why am I excluded ? Have I a thought 
I would conceal from you ? 

Bam. If still you urge me on this hated subject, 
I'll never enter more beneath this roof, nor see your 
face again. 

True. 'Tis strange— but I have done; say but 
you hate me not. 

Barn, Hate you I I am not that monster yet. 

True, Shall our friendf*hip still continue ? 

Bam, 'Tis a blessing 1 never was worthy of; yet 
now must stand on terms ; and but upon conditions ca^i 
confirm it. > 
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True> What are they ? 

JBarn. Never hereafter, though you should wonder 
at my conduct, desire to know more than I am wilU 
ing to reveal. 

True^ 'Tis hard ; but upon any conditions I must 
be your friends 

Bam. Then 9 as much as one lost to himself can be 
another's^ I am yours. [Embracing, 

True^ Be erer so> and may Heaven restore your 
peace ! But business requires our attendance ; busi- 
ness, the youth's best preservative from ill, as idleness 
llis worst of snares. Will you go with me ? 

Bam4 ril take a little time to reflect on what has 
past, and follow you. [Exit Trueman.] I might hav« 
trusted Trueman, and engaged him to apply to my 
Qncle, to repair the wrong 1 have done my master ; 
but what of Millwood? shall 1 leave her, for ever 
leave her, and not let her know the cause ? She, w ho 
loves me with such a boundless passion 1 I judge of 
what she then must feel, by what 1 now endure. How 
then can 1 determine ? 

Enter Thorowgood. 

Thor. Without a cause assigned, or notice given, to 
absent yourself last night, was a fault, young man^ 
and I came to chide you for it, but I hope I am pre- 
vented. That modest blush, the confusion so visible 
in your face, speak grief and shame. When we have 
offended Heaven, it requires no more ; and shall man, 
who needs himself to be forgiven, be harder to ap- 
pease ? If my pardon or love be of moment to your 
peace, look up, secure of l>oth. 

Bam. This goodness has o'ercome me [Ande;\Ob, 
sir, you know not the nature and extent ot my offence ; 
and 1 should abuse your mistaken bounty to receive 
it. Though I had rather die than speak my shame ; 
though racks could not have forced the guilty secret 
from my breast, your kindness has. 
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Thor. Enough, enough^ whate'er it be; this con- 
cern shews you're conviuced, aud 1 am satisfied. How 
painful is the sense of guilt, to an ingenuous mind ! 
•Some youthful folly, which it were prudent not to 
enq'jire into. 

Barn, It will be known, and you'll recall your par- 
don, and abhor me. 

Thoi\ I never will. Yet be upon your guard in 
this gay thoughtless season of your life; when vice 
becomes habitual, the very power of leaving it is lost. 

Bam. Hear me, on my knees, confess ■ 

Thor, Not a syUable more upon this subject; it 
were not mercy, but cruelty, to hear what must give 
you such torment to reveaU 

Bam. This generosity amazes and distracts me. 

Thor. This remorse makes thee dearer to me than 
if thou hadst never offended. Whatever is your fault, 
of this I am certain, 'twas harder for you to oflfend, 
than me to pardon. [Exit Thorowgood, 

Bam. Villain, villain, villain ! basely to wrong so 
excellent a man. Should I again return to folly ! — 
Detested thought ! — But what of Millwood then ? — 
Why, I renounce her: — I give her up — The strug- 
gle's over, and virtue has prevailed. Reason may 
convince, but gratitude compels. This unlooked-for 
generosity has saved me from destruction* [Going: 

Enter a Footman. 

Foot. Sir, two ladies from your uncle in the coun- 
try desire to see you. 

Bam. Who should they be ? [Aside.'] Tell them 
to walk in. [Exit Footman.] Methinks 1 dread to see 
them. — Now every thing alarms me. — Guilt, what a 
coward hast thou made me ! 

Enter Millwood and Lucy. 

Bam. Confusion ! Millwood I . 

Mill. That angry look tells me that here I am an 
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unwelcome guest. I feared as much; the unhappy 
are so every where. . 

Burn. Will nothing bat my utter ruin content 
you? 

Mill' Unkind and cruel ! 

JBarn. How did you gam admission ? 

Mill, Saying wc were desired by your uncle to vi- 
sit, and deliver a message to you, we were received 
by the family without suspicion, and with much re* 
spect conducted here. 

Bam. Why did you come at all ? 

Mill, I never shall trouble you more. I'm come 
to take my leave for ever. Such is the malice of my 
fate : I go hopeless, despairing ever to return. This 
hour is all I have left : one short hour is all I have 
to bestow on love and you, for whom I thought the 
longest life too short. 

Bam, Then we are met to. part for ever ? 

Mill, It must be so. Yet think not that time or 
absence shall ever put a period to my grief, or make 
me love you less. Though I must leave you, yet 
condemn me not. 

Barn, Condemn you ! No, I approve your resolu- 
tion, and rejoice to hear it; 'Tis just' 'tis neces- 
sary.— 1 have well weighed, and found it so. 

Imci/, I am afraid the young man has more sense 
than she thought he had. . [Aside^ 

Barn, Before you came, I had determined never 
to see you more. 

Mill, Confusion ! • [Aside. 

Lucif, Ay, we are all out ; this is a turn so unex- 
pected, that I shall make nothing of my part ; they 
must e'en play the scene betwixt themselves. [Aside. 

MilL 'Twas ^ome relief to think, though absent^ 
you would love me still ; but to find, though fortune 
had been indulgeut, that you, more cruel and incon- 
stant, had resolved to cast me ofF, thjs, as I nevf r 
could expect, I have not learnt to bear. 
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Bam, I am sorry to hear yoa blame me in a reso* 
lutioD that 8o well biecomes us both. 

MilL I have reasons for what I do» but you have 
none. 

Bam. Can we want a reason for parting, who ha^e 
80 many to wish we never had met ? 

HfiU- Look on me, Barnwell. Am I deformed, or 
old ? Nay, look again ; am I not she whom yesterday 
you thought-the-fairest and the kindest of her sex ? 

Bam* No more : let me repent my former follies, 
if possible, without remembering what they were, 

MilL Whyi 

Bam, Such is my frailty, that 'tis dangerous. 

3IilL Where is the danger, since we are to part ? 

Bam. The thought of that already is too painful. 

MUl. If it be painful to part, then I may hope, at 
least, you do not hate me ? 

Bam. No no ■[ never said I did— Ob, 
my heart ! 

Mill. Perhaps you pity me f 

Bam, I do > I do— —Indeed I do. 

Mill. You'll think upon me > 

Bam, Doubt it not, while I can think at all. 

Mill, You may judge an embrace at parting tor> 
great a favour — though it would be the last. [He 

draws back,] A look shall then suffice Farewell — 

for ever. [Exeunt 'Millwood and Lucy 

Barrim If to resolve to sutier, be to conquer, £ 
have conquered Painful victory ! 

Enier Millwood and Lucr. 

MiU, One thing I had forgot ; — I never must re- 
turn to my own house again. This I thought proper 
to let you know, lest your mmd should change, and 
you shquld seek in vain to find me there. Forgive 
me this second intrusion ; I only came to give yon 
this caution, and that, perhaps, was needless. 
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Barn. I hope it was; yet it is kind, amd I must 
thank you for it. 

Mill. My friend, your arm [7b Lucr.] — ^Now, I 
am gone for ever. [Going. 

Banu One thing more — Sure there's no danger in 
xny knowing where you go^ If you think otherwise— 

MilL Alas ! [ Weejdng. 

Lucy. We are right, I find i that's my cue. [Aside^\ 
Ah, dear sir, she's going she knows not whither ; but 
go she must. 

Bam. Humanity obliges me to wish you well ; 
why will you thus expose yourself to needless troa* 
bies ? 

Lucy. Nay, there's no help for it: she must quit 
town immediately, and the kingdom as soon as pos- 
sible* It was no small matter, you may be sure, that 
could make her resolve to leave you. 

MilU No more, my friend ; since he, for whose 
dear sake alone I suffer, and am content to suffer, is 
kind and pities me, where'er I wander through wilds 
and deserts, benighted and forlorn, that thought shall 
give me comfort. 

Barn. For my sake !— Oh tell me how, which way 
am I so cursed, to bring such ruin on thee ? 

Mill. To know it will but increase your troubles. 

Bam. My troubles can't be greater than they are. 

Lucy. Well, well, sir, if she won't satisfy you, I 
will. 

Bam. I am bound to you beyond expression. 

MUU Remember, sir, that I desired you not to 
hear it. ■ 

Bam. Begin, and ease my racking expectation. 

Lucy. Why, you must know, my lady^ here was 
an only child, and her parents dying while she was 
young, left her and her fortune (no inconsiderable 
one, I assure you) to the care of a gentleman who has 
a good estate of his own. 

c 
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MSL Ay» ay, the barbarous man is rich enough ; 
but what are riches, when compared to love ? 

Lucy, For a while he performed the office of a 
faithful guardian^ settled her ia a house, hired her ser- 
vants. But you have seen in what manner she li- 

vedy so I need say no more of that 

MiU. How I shall live hereafter. Heaven knows ! 

Lucy. All things went on as one could wish ; till 
some time ago, his wife dying, he fell violently in love 
with his charge, and would fain have married her. 
Now the man is neither old or ugly, but a good per- 
sonable sort of a man, but I don't know how it wa^, 
she could never endure him. In short, her ill usage 
so provoked him, that he brought in an account of 
his executorship, wherein he makes her debtor to 
him. 

MiU. A trifle in itself, but more than enough to 
ruin me, whom, by this unjust account, he had strip- 
ped o(' all before. 

Lucy. Now, she having neither money nor friend, 
except me, who am as unfortunate as herself, he com- 
pelled her to pass his accounts, and give bond for the 
sum he demanded ; but still provided handsomely for 
her, and continued his courtship, till being informed 
by his spies (truly 1 suspect some in her own family) 
that you were entertained at her house, anc| staid with 
her all night, he came this morning, raving and storm-* 
inu^iike a madman, talks no more of marriage (so 
there's no hope of making up matters that way,) but 
vows her ruin, unless she'll allow him the same favour 
that he supposes she granted you. 

Bam, Must she be ruinad, or find her refuge in 
anotUer's arms ? 

Mill. He gave me but an hour to resolve in ; that's 
happily spent with you and now I go ■ ■ ■ 

UfOi-n. To be exposed to all the rigours of the va- 
rious seasons ; the summer's parching heat, and win- 
ter's cold; unhoused, to wander friendless, throu^^h 
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the inhospitable worlds in misery and want ! Would'st 
thou endure all this for qae, and can I do nothing, no- 
thing, to prevent it ? 

Lucy. *Tis really a pity there can be no way found 
out. 

Barn. Oh, where are all mv resolutions now ! 

Ltuy. Now I advised her^ sir, to comply with the 
gentleman. 

. Bam. Tormenting fiend, away ! I had rather perrah* 
nay, see her perish, than have her saved by him. I 
will myself prevent her ruin, though with my oWn. A 
moment's patience. I'll return immediately. 

[Exit Barn. 

Lucy. 'Twas well you came, or, by what 1 can per- 
ceive, you had lost him. 

Mill. That, I must confess, was a danger I did not 
foresee; I was only afraid he should have come with- 
out money. You know, a house of entertainment like 
mine is not kept without expence. 

Lucy, That's very true; but then you should be 
reasonable in your demands : 'tis pity to discourage 
a young man. 

Mill. Leave that to me. 

Enter Barnwell, mih a Bag ofMmey. 

* 
Barn, Here, take this, and with it purchase your 

deliverance. Return to your house, and live in peace 

and safety. 

Mill. So, I may hope to see you there again ? 

Barn, Answer me not, but fly, lest, in\he agonies 
of my remorse, I take again what is not mine to give, 
and abandon thee to want and misery. 

Mill. Say but you'll come ! 

Barn, You are my fate, my heaven or my hell ; 
only leave me now, dispose of me hereafter as you 
please. [Exeunt Millwood and Lucy.J What have I 
done ? Were my resolutions founded on reason, and 
sincerely made f Why then has Heaven suffered me 
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to fall ? I sought not the occasioa ; and« if my heart 
deceives me not^ compassion and generosity were my 
motives. But why should I attempt to reason ? All 
ts confusion, horror, and remorse. I find I am lost, 
cast down from all my late-erected hope, and plunged 
again in guilt, yet scarce know how or why. 

Such undistingqishM horrors make my brain. 
Like hell, the seat of darkness and of pain. [Exit 
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A Roam in Thorowgood*8 Houses 

Enter Tuorowgood and Trueman. 

Thor» Well, I have examined your accounts; they 
are not only just, as I always found them, but regu- 
larly kept and fairly entered. I commend your dili- 
gence. Method in business is the surest guide. He 
who neglects it frequently stumbles, and always wan- 
ders perplexed, uncertain, and in danger. Are Barn- 
well's accounts ready for my inspection ? He does not 
use to be the last on these occasions. 

True, Upon receiving your orders, he retired, I 
thought, in some confusion. If you please, I'll go 
and hasten him. 1 hope he has not been guilty of 
any neglect. 

Tkor. I am now going to the Exchange ; let him 
know, at my return I expect to find him ready. 

[Exeunt • 
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Enter Mavlia, vnth a Book. — Sits and reads. 

Mar, . How forcible is truth ! The weakest mind, 
inspired with love of that, fixed and collected in it- 
self, with indifTerence beholds the united force of 
earth and bell opposing. Such souls are raised above 
the sense of pain, or so supported that they regard it 
not. The martyr cheaply purchases his heaven! 
small are his sunerings, great is his reward. Not so 
the wretch who combats love with duty; whose 
mind, weakened and dissolved by the* soft passion, 
feeble and hopeless, opposes his own desires — What 
is an fiour« a day, a year of pain, to a whole life of 
tortures such as these ? 

Enter Thueman. 

True. Oh, Barnwell ! Oh, my friend ! how iart thou 
fallen ! 

Mar. Ha ! Barnwell ! What of him ? Speak, say, 
what of Barnwell? 

True, 'Tis not to be concealed : I've news to tell of 
him, that will afflict your generous father, yourself, 
and ail who km^w him. 

Mar. Defend us, Heaven ! 

True. I cannot speak it. See there. 

[Gives a Letttr. 

Mar, [Reads.] / knam my absence tjoill surprise my 
honoured itiaster and youraeff; and the more, tuhenyou, 
shall undet stand tfmt ilte reason of my miftdrawingj is 
my fiaving embezzled part of the cask with jvo/iich I wa$ 
entrusted. After this, *tis needless to inform you, thai 
I intend never to return again. TIu)vgh this might 
have, been known, hy examirUng my accoums, yet to 
prevent that unnecesisaty trouble, and to cut off all 
fruitless expectations of my returnt I hate Ifsfi this 
from the U^st . Givoacfi Barm well. 

True. Lost indeed.! Yftthow he i^hould be guilty of 
wha^ he there ohafge« hii^self withal, raises my won* 

c2 
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der eqaal to my grief. Never had youth a higher 
sense of vinue. Justly he thought, and as he thought 
he practised ! never was life more regular than his*— 
An anderstanding uncommon at his years, an open» 
generous manliness of temper, his manners easy, uii« 
affected, and engaging. 

Mar. This, and much more, you might have said 
with truth. He was the delight of every eye, and 
joy of every heart that knew him. 

2Vtftr. Since such he was, and was my friend, caii 
I support his loss ! See the fairest, happiest maid this 
wealthy ^city boasts, kindly condescends to weep for 
thy unhappy fate, poor, ruined Barnwell ! 

Mar. Trueman, do you think a soul so delicate as 
his, so sensible of shame, can e'er submit to live a 
slave to vice ? 

True, Never, never. So well I know him, Pm sure 
this act of his, so contrary to his nature, must have 
been caused by some unavoidable necessity. 

Mar. Are thei^ tio means yet to preserve him ? 

Trvt. Oh that there were ! but few men recover 
their reputation lost ; a merchant never. Nor would 
he, I fear, though I should find him, ever be brought 
to look his iiijured master in the face. 

Mar. I fear as much ; and therefore would never 
have my father know it. 

True, That's impossible. 

Mar. What's the sum \ i 

Trut, 'Tis considerable; Pve marked it here, to 
show it, with the letter, to your father, at his re- 
turn. 

Mar, If I should supply the money, could you so 
dispose of that and the account, as to conceal this 
unhappy mismanagement from my father? 

True, Nothing more ea^y. But can you intend it 1 

—-Will you save a helpless wretch from ruin ? Oh, 

'twere an act worthy such exalted virtue as Maria's : 

Sure Heaven, in mercy to my friend, inspired the 

gcneftoiis thought. 
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Mar. Doufol not but I woald parch^ise so great a 
happiness at a much dearer price. But how sb^i h« 
be found ? 

True, Trust to ray diligence for that. In the mean 
time V\\ conceal his absence from your father, or 
find such excuses for it, that the real cause shall ne^ 
irer be suspected. 

Mar, In attempting to save from shame, one wbon 
we hope may yet return to virtue, to Heaven and 
you, the only witnesses of this action, I appeal, whe« 
ther I do any thing misbecoming my sex and clia« 
racter. ^ 

True, Earth must approve the deed, and HeaTen^ 
I doubt not, will reward it. 

Mar, If Heaven approves it, I am well rewarded* 
A virgin's fame is sullied by suspicion's lightest breath: 
and, therefore, as this must be a secret from my fa- 
ther and the world, for Barnwell's sake^ for mine, let 
it be so to him. [&aoi^ 



aCBNB II. 



A Room in Millwood's Home 



Enter Lucy and Blumt* 

tjucrf. Well, what do you think •€ Millwood** con* 
dnct now ? 

Blunt. I own it is surprising : I don't kw>w which 
to admire most, her feign'd or his real passion; 
though I have sometimes been afraid that her avarice 
wonld discover her, but his youth and want of ex- 
perience ms^e it the easier to impose on him. 

Lucji. No, it is hi9 love.-— To da him- jnsticei noi 
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withstanding hit youth, he don't want andentandiDg; 
but you men are much easier imposed on, in these 
afiairs, than your vanity will allow you to believe.— 
Let me see the wisest of you all as much in love with 
me, as Barnwell is with Millwood, and I'll engage to 
make as great a fool of him. 

Blunt, And, all circumstances considered, to make 
as much money of him too ? / 

Lucy, I can't answer for that— Her artifice ia 
Jnaking him rob his master at first, and the various 
iPtratagems by which she has obliged him to continue 
that course, astonish even me, who know her so well. 
Blunt But then you are to consider that the mo- 
ney was his master's. 

Liscy. There was the difficulty of it.-— Had it been 
his own, it had been nothing. Were the world his, 
she might have it for a smile ; but those golden days 
are done ; he's.ruin'd, and Millwood's hopes of farther 
profits there at an end. 

Blunt, That's no more than we all expected. 
Luci/. Being Called by his master to make up the 
accounts, he was forced to quit his house and service, 
and wisely flii^to Millwood for relief and entertain- 
ment. 

Blunt, I have not heard of this before. How did she 
receive him? 

Ltu:j/, As you would expect. She wondered what 
he meant, was astonished at his impudence, and, with 
an air of modesty peculiar to herself, swore so heart- 
ily that she never saw him before, that she put me 
out of countenance. 

Blunt, Thai's much indeed ! But how did Bam- 
well behave } 

Lucy, He grieved ; and at length, enraged at this 

baibarous treatment, tfas preparing to be gone ; and, 

.making towards the door, showed a sum oi money, 

which he had. brought from his master's, the last he 

is eier likely to have from thence. 
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Blunt. But then, Millwood— «— 

Ltici/, Ay, she, with her usual address, returned to 
her old arts of lying, swearing, and dissembling; hung 
on his ne€k, wept, and swore 'twas meant in jest.-— 
The amorous youth melted into tears, threw the mo- 
ney into her lap, and swore he had rather die than 
think her false. 

Blunt. Strange infatuation 1 

Lucy. But what followed was stranger still. As 
doubts and fears, followed by reconcilement, ever in- 
crease love where the passion is sincere, so in him it 
caused so wild a transport of excessive fondness, such 
joy, such grief, such pleasure, and such anguish, that 
nature in him seemed sinking with the weight, and 
the charmed soul disposed to quit his breast for henu 
Just then, when every passion with lawless anarchy 
prevailed, and reason was in the raging tempest los^ 
the cruel, artful Millwood prevailed upon the wretch^ 
ed youth to promise— —what I tremble bat to think 
of. 

Blunt. I am amazed ! What can it be ? 

Lwy* You will be more so to hear ; it is to attempt 
the life of his nearest relation and best-henefactor. 

Blunt, His uncle ! whom we have often heard him 
speak of as a gentleman of a large estate and fair 
character, in the country where he lives > 

Lucy. The same. She was no sooner possessed of 
the last dear purchase of his ruin, but her avarice, in- 
satiate as the grave, demanded this horrid sacrifice : 
Barnwell's near relation, whose blood must seal the 
dreadful secret, and prevent the terrors of her guilty 
fiears. 

Blunt. Is it possible she could persuade him to do 
an act like that I 

Lucy, 'Tis true, at the naming of the murder of 
his uncle, be started into rage ; and, breaking from 
her arms (where she till then had held him with Well- 
dissembled love, and false endearments,) called her 
cruel, monster^ devil> and told her ahftHi%& V^^iK^isk^ 
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his destruction. Then she kneeled, and sv^^ore, that 
since by bis refusal he had given her cause to doubt 
his love, she never would see him more, unless, to 
prove it true, be robbed his uncle, to supply her wtiuts^ 
and murdered him, to keep it from discovery. 

BlunU I am astonished 1 What said he ? 

Lucy, Speechless he stood ! but in his face you 
might have read that various passions tore his very 
soul. Oft he in anguish threw his eyes towards hea- 
ven, and then as often bent their beams on her ; then 
wept, and groaned, and beat his troubled breast; at 
length, with horror, not to be express'd, he cry'd, Thou 
cursed fair ! have I not given dreadful proofs of love ? 
^'hat drew me from my youthful innocence^ to staia 
my then unspotted soul, but love I What caused me to 
rob my worthy, gentle master, but cursed love? What 
makes me now a fugitive from his service, loathed by 
iuyself, and scorn'd by all the world, hut love ? What 
fills my eyes with tears, my soul with torture, never 
felt on -this side death before ? Why, love, love, love. 
And why, above all, do I resolve, (for, tearing his hair^ 
he cry'd, I do resolve) to kill my uncle 1 

Blunt, Was she not moved t 

Lucy. Yes, wiih joy, that she had gain'd her point 
—She gave him no time to cool, but urged him to at- 
tempt it instantly He's now gone ; if he performs 
it and escape, there's more money for her; if not, he*ll 
ne*er return, and then she's fairly rid of him. 

Blunt, ' ris time the world were rid of such a mon* 
ster. 

Lucy, If we don't do our endeavours to prevent this 
muraer, we are as bad as she. 
. Blunt, I'm afraid it is too late. 

Lucy. Perhaps not. Her barbarity to Barnwell 
makes me hate her. We have run too great a length 
with her already — I did not think her or myself so 
wretched, as 1 hnd, upon reflection, we are. 

Blunt, I would not be involved in the guilt of mur* 
der for all the world. 
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ZrMc^. Nor I, Heaven knows. Tbercfdre let us 
cle&r ourselves, by doiag all that is in our power to 
prevent it. I have just thought of a way that to ma 
seems probable. VViil you join with me to detect 
this cursed design I 

Blunt* With all my heart. He, who knows of a 
murder intended to be committed, and does not dis* 
cover it, iu the eye of the law and reason, is a mur- 
derer. 

Lucy. Let us lose no time \ V^\ acquaint you with 
the particulars as we go, [Exeunt^ 



SCENE 111, 



A Walk ai some Dktaneejrom a Country S^at^ 



Enter Barnwell. 

Bam, A dismal gloom obscures the face of day. 
Either the sun has slipped behind a cloud, or jour* 
Dies round the west of heaven with more than com« 
mon speed, to avoid the sight of what I am doomed 
to act. Since I set forth on this accursed design, 
where'er I tread, methinks the solid earth trembles 
beneath my feet. Yonder limpid stream, whose heavy 
fall has made a natural cascade, as I pass'd by, in dole-* 
ful accents seem'd to murmur— Murder. The earth, the 
air, and water 8ecm'd|concerned ; but that's not strange^ 
the world is punished, and nature feels a shock» when 
Providence permits a good m^n's fallj! Just heaven ! 
then what should I be ! for him that was my father's 
only brother, and since his death has been to me ^ 
father; wtle took me up an infant and an orphan, 
reared me with tenderest care, and still iudvil^^ xc^^ 
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«rith mott pstenial fondness I Yet here I stand his 
destined murderer-— I stiflen with horror at nay own 
impiety * Tis yet unperformed— -What if 1 quit 
my bloody purpose, and fly the place ? [Goi^g^ then 
itops»}-^B^i whither, oh, whither shall I fly ? My mas- 
ter's once friendly doors are for ever shut against me; 
And without money, Millwood will never see me more; 
and she has got such firm possession of my heart, and 
governs there with such despotic sway— Ay^ there's 
the cause of all my sin and sorrow ; 'tis more than 
love ; it is the fever of the soul, and madness of de« 
sire. In vain does nature, reason, conscience, all op- 
pose it; the impetuous passion ^ars down all before it, 
and drives me on to lust, to theft, and murder. Oh, con- 
science, feeble guide to virtue, thou only show'st us 
when we go astray, but wan test power to stop us in 
our course*— Ha*! in yonder shady walk I see my 

uncle-^^— He's alone Now for my disguise. [Plucks 

out a Mash] ^-This is his hour of private n^dita- 

tion. Thus daily he prepares his soul for Heaven ; 
whilst I-x — But what have I to do with Heaven ? Ha! 
no struggles, conscience—.-^ 

Hence, hence remorse, and every thought that's 
good; 

The storm, that lust began, must end in blood. 

[Puis on the Ma^j draws a Pi%tol, and exit* 

Enter Uncle, 

line. If I were superstitious, I should fear some 
danger lurked unseen, or death were nigh, — ^^A heavy 
melancholy clouds my spirits. My imagination is 
^Iled with ghastly forms of dreary graves, and bodies 
changed by death; when the pale lengthened visage 
attracts each weeping eye, and fills the musing soul 
at once with grief and horror, pity and aversion,—. 
I will indulge the thought. The wise man prepares 
bimsi^f for death/ by making it familiar to his mind. 
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Enter Barnwell ai a Distance. 

Oh, death ! thou strange mysterious power; seen 
every day, yet never understood, but by the incoui- 
rnunicativedead, what art thou ? The extensive mind 
of man, that with a thought circles the earth's vast 
globe, sinks to the centre, or ascends above the stars; 
that world exotic finds, or thinks it finds, thy thick 
clouds attempts to pass in vain ; lost and bewildered 
in the horrid gloom, defeated, she returns more 
doubtful than before, of nothing certain, but of labour 
lost, 

[During this Speech, Barnwell sometimes 
presents the Pistol, and draws it back 
a^ain. 
Bam. Oh ! His impossible. 

[ Ilirowing down the Pistol — Uncle starts, and 
attempts to draw his Sword. 
Unc. A man so near me ! armed and masked ! 
Bam. Nay then there's no retreat. 

[Plucks a Poniardjrom his bosom, and stabs him. 
Unc. Oh ! I am slain ! All-gracious Heaven, re* 
gard the prayer of thy dying servant i bless, with the 
choicest blessings, my dearest nephew! forgive my 
murderer, and take my fleeting soul to endless mercy ! 
[Barnwell throws tffhis Mask, runs to him, 
nnd, kneeling by him, raises and chafes him. 
Bam. Expiring saint ! Oh, murdered, martyred 
uncle ! lift up your dying eyes, and view your ne- 
phew in your murderer Oh, do not look so ten* 

derly upou me ! ■ Let indignation lighten from 
your eyes, and blast me ere you die. By Heaven, 
he weeps, iu pity of my woes.— Tears, tears, for 
blood I " 'T -The murdered, in the agonies of death, 
weeps for his murderer.— —^Oh speak your pious 
purpose; pronounce my pardon then, and take me 
with you — ■ He woula but cannot— —Oh, why^ 
with such fond affection, do you press my murdering 

D 
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band ? — [Uncle sighs and dies.] — Life, that hovered 
on his lips, but till be had sealed my pardon, in 
that 6igh expired. — He's gone for ever. Do I still 
live to press the suffering t>osom oT the earth ? Do 
I still breathe^ and taint with my infections breath 
the wholesome air ?— Let Heaven from its high 
throne, in justice or in mercy, now look down on that 
dear murdered saint, and me the murderer, and if his 
vengeance spares, let pity strike and end my wretched 
being, — Murder, the worst of crimes, and parricide, 
the worst of murders, and this the worst of parri* 
cides. — -—This execrable act of mine's without a par* 
rallel. — 

Ob, may it ever stand alone accurst, 

Xhe last of murders, as it is the worsts \^Exitm 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



^ENE 1. 



A Room in Tgorowgood's Home. 



Enter Maria, meelmg Trueman. 

Mar. What news of Barnwell ? 

Zrfof. None ; I have sought him with the greatest 
diligence, but all in vain* 

Mar. Does my father yet suspect the cause of his 
^^bsence ? 

Tru^i All appeared so just and fair to himy it is not 
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possible he ever should ; but his. absence will no lo»g« 
er be concealed. Your father is wise ; and though 
he seems to hearken to the friendly excuses I would 
make for Barnwell, yet I am afraid he regards them 
only as such, without sufiering them to influence his 
judgment. 

Mar, How does the unhappy youth defeat all our 
designs to serve him } Yet 1 can never repent what I 
have done. Should he return^ 'twill make his recon* 
ciliation with my father easier, and preserve him from 
future reproach, from a malicious unforgiving worlds 

Enter Thorowgood and Lucy. 

Thor. This woman here has given me a sad, and, 
^bating some circumstances, too probable an account 
of Barnwell's defection.^ 

Luc^. I am sorry„ sir, that my frank confession of 
my former unhappy course of life should cause you 
to suspect my truth on this occasion. 

Thor* It is not that; your confession has in it all 
the appearance of truth. — Among many other parti- 
culars, she informs me, that Barnwell has been influ- 
enced to break his trust, and wrong me at several 
times of considerable sums of money. Now, as I 
know this to be false, I would fain doubt the whole 
of her relation, too dreadful to be willingly believed. 

Mar^ Sir, your pardon; I find myself on a sudden 
so indisposed that I must retire. — Poor ruined Barn- 
well ! Wretched, lost Maria ! [Astde,-^ Exit. 

Thor, How am I distressed on every side ! Pity for 
that unhappy youth, fear for the life of a much-va- 
lued friend — and then my child — the only joy and 
hope of my declining life ! Her n^ancholy increases 
hourly, and gives me painful apprehensions of her 
loss^ — Oh, Trueman, this person informs me, that 
your friend, at the instigation of an impious woman, 
IS gone to rob and murder his venerable uncle. 

True. Oh, execrable deed 1 I am blasted with the 
horror of the thought. 
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Lucy. This delay may ruin all* 

TJior. What to do or thinks I know not. That he 
ever wronged me, I know is false ; the rest may be 
so too ; there's all my hope. 

True, Trust not to that : rather suppose all true* 
than lose a moment's time. Even now the horrid 
deed may be doing— -dreadful imagination i or it 
may be done, and we be vainly debating on the means 
to prevent what is already past. 

Thor. This earnestness convinces me, that he 
knows more than he has yet discovered. What ho I 
without there ! who waits ? 

Enter jU Servant. 

Order the groom to saddle the swiflest horse, and 
prepare to set out with speed; an affair of life and 
death demands his diligence. [Exit Servant,] For 
you, whose behaviour on this occasion I have no time 
to commend as it deserves, I must engage your farther 
assistance; return, and observe this Millwood, till I 
come. I have your direction, and will follow you as 
soon as possible. [Exit Lucy.] Trueman, you, I am 
lure, will not be idle on this occasion. 

[Exit Thorowgood. 

True. He only, who is a friend, [can judge of my 

distress. [Exit, 



SCENE If. 



Millwood's House. 



Enter Millwood. 



MUL I wish I knew the event of his design. The 
attempt, without success, would ruin him. Well ; 
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what have I to apprehend from that? I fear too 
much. The mischief bemg only intended, his friends^ 
throogh pity of his youth, turn all their rage on me. 
I should have thought of that before. Suppose the 
deed done : then, and then only, I shall be secure-p- 
Or what if he returns without attempting it at all ! — 

Enter Barnwell, bloody, 

Eut he is here, and I have done him wrong. His 
bloody hands show he has done the deed, but show 
he wants the prudence to conceal it. 

Barn. Where shall I hide me! Whither shall I 
fly, to avoid the swift unerring hand of j^ustice ! 

Mill. Dismiss your fears: though thousands had 
pursued you to the door, yet being entered here, yoa 
are as safe as innocence. I have a cavern, by art so> 
cunningly contrived, that the piercing eyes of jea- 
lousy and revenge may search in \ain, nor find the 
entrauce to the safe retreat. There will I hide yoi|» 
if any danger's near. 

Barn. Oh, hide me — from myself, if it be possi* 
ble ; for while I bear my conscience in my bosom^ 
though I were hid where man's eye never saw, nor 
light e'er dawned, 'twere all in vain. For, oh ! that 
inmate, that impartial judge, wdl try, convict, and 
sentence me for murder, and execute me with never- 
ending torments. Behold these hands, all crimsoned 
o'er with my dear uncle's bJood. Here's a sight to 
make a statue start with horror,, or turn a living mao 
into a statue 1 « . ' 

MiU. Ridiculous! Then it seems you ajce aRrai(| 
of your own shadow, or^ what's less than a shadoipp 
your conscience. 

Bam. Though to man unknown I did the accow^ 
act, what can we hide from Heaven's sill-seeing ej^ f' 

Mill. No moire of this stuiE What advan^fi|piJh 
you made of his death ? or what advantage tisfl 
be made of it ? Did you secure the kevs of U) 

D 2 
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sure, which, n6 doubt;, were about him ? What gold, 
what jewels^ or what else of valae, ha?e you brought 
me? 

Banu Think you I added sacrilege to murder ? — 
Oh, bad you seen him as his life flowed from him in a 
crimson flood, and heard him praying for me, by the 
double name of nephew and of murderer — (alas, 
alas ! he knew not then, that his nephew was his mur* 
derer!]-^how would you haye wished, as I did, 
though you had a thousand years of life to come, to 
have given them all to have lengthened his one hour ! 
But being dead, I fled the sight of what my hands 
had done ; nor could I, to have gained the empire of 
the world, have violated, by then, his sacred corpse. 

Mill. Whining^ preposterous, canting villain! to 
murder your uncle, rob him of his life, nature's first, 
last, dear prerogative, after which there's no injury, 
then fear to take what he no longer wanted, and bring 
to me 3'our penury and guilt ! Do you think I'll ha- 
zard my reputation, nay, my life, to entertain you ? 

Bam, Oh, Millwood ! t his from thee!-— — But 
I have done. If you hate me ; if you wish me dead, 
then are you happy; for, oh ! 'tis sure my grief will 
quickly end me. 

Milt In his madness he will discover all, and in- 
volve me i'n his ruin. We are on a precipice from 
whence there's no retreat for both — —Then to pre- 

iierve myself [Pavses.] — There is no other way. 

— 'Tis dreadful, but reflection comes too late when 

dangei-'s pressing, and there's no room for choice* 

It must be done. lAside, Rings a BelU 

Enter a Servant. 

Fetch me an officer, and seize this villain. He has 
confessed himself a murderer. Should I let him 
escape, I might justly be thought as bad as he. 

[Exit Servant. 
^ JBam* Oh, Millwood ! sure you do not, you cannot. 
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mean it. Stop the messenger; upon my knees, I beg 
you'd call him back. 'Tis fit I die, indeed, bat not 
by you. I will this instant deli?er myself into the 
hands of justice, indeed I will ; for death is all I 
wish. But thy ingratitude so tears my wounded soul, 
'tis worse ten thousand times than death with tor- 
ture. 

MilL Call it what you will ; I am willing to live 
and live secure, which nothing but your death can 
warrant. 

Bam. If there be a pitch of wickedness that sets 
the author beyond the reach of vengeance, you must 
be secure. But what remains for me but a dismal 
dungeon, hard galling fetters, an awful trial, and an 
ignominious death, justly to fall unpitied and abhor- 
red ! This I could bear, nay, wish not to avoid, had it 
but come from any hand but thine. 

Enter Blunt, Officer, and Attendants. 

MUl. Heaven defend me ! Conceal a murderer ! 
Here, sir, take this youth into your custody. I ac» 
case him of murder, and will appear to make good 
my charge. \T^ ^^^e him. 

Bam, To whom, of what, or how shall 1 complain I 
I'll not accuse her. The hand of Heaven is in it, and 
this the punishment of lust and parricide. 

Be warn'd, ye youths, who see my sad despair: 
Avoid lewd women, false as they are fiEiir. 
By reason guided, honest joys pursue : 
The fair, to honour and to virtae tme, 
' Just to herself, will ne'er be false to you. - 
By my example, learn to shun my iiifce: ' 
(How wretched is the man who*t wu»' 
Ere innocence, and fame, and life b6 Jl 
Here purchase wisdoih cheaply, at nl^ 
\Exeurii BAaMwau^ Oriijl 

TBNDAMtB. - ' ' '( 
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MiU, Wbere's.l4ucy I why is she absent at such a 
time? 

Blunt, Would I had been so too ! Lucy will soon 
be here ; and, I .hope» to thy confusion, thou devil ! 

Mill. Insolent !— This to me ? 

Blunt. The worst that we know of the devil is^ that 
he first seduces to sin, and then betrays to punish- 
ment., [Exitm 

MilL They disapprove of my conduct then— My 

ruin is resolved. 1 see my danger, but scorn both 

it ^nd them* I was not born to fail by such weak 
instruments, [Goings 

Enter Thobowgood. 

Thor. Where is the scandal of her own sex, and 
curse of ours ? 

MiU^ What means this insolence i Whom do you 
seek ? ' 

Thor. Millwood. 

MilL Well, you have found her then* I am Mill- 
wood. 

Thor. Then you are the most impious wretch that 
e'er the sun beheld. 

MilL From your appearance I should have expect- 
ed wisdom and moderation, but your manners belie 
your aspect. What is your business here ? I know 
you not. 

Thor. Hereafter you may know me better ; I am 
Barnwell's master. 

Mill, Then you are master to a villain, which, I 
think, is not much to your credit. 

Thor, Had he been as much above thy arts, as my 
credit is superior to thy malice, I need not have 
blushed to own him, 

MilL My arts ! 1 don't understand you, sir ; if he 
has done amiss, what's that to me I Was ho my ser- 
vant or yours? you should have taught him belter. 

Thor, Why should 1 wonder to find such uncom- 
mon impudence in one arrived at such a height of 
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wickedness! — Know, sorceress, I'm notignorant of any 
of the arts by which you first deceived the unwary 
youth. I know how, step by step, you've led him 
on, reluctant and unwilling, from crime to crime, to 
this last horrid act, which you contrived, and, by 
your cursed wiles, even forced him to commit. 

Mill. Ha ! Lucy has got the advantage, and ac* 
cused me first. Unless I can turn the accusation, 
and fix it upon her and Blunt, I am lost. [Aside* 

Thor. Had I known your cruel design sooner, it 
had been prevented. To see you punished, as the 
law directs, is all that now remains. Poor satisfac* 
lion ! for he, innocent as he is, compared to you, must 
sufier too« 

MilL I find, sir, we are both unhappy in our ser- 
vants. I was surprised at such ill treatment^ without 
cause, from a gentleman of your appearance, and 
therefore too hastily returned it ; for which 1 ask your 
pardon. I now perceive you have been so far im- 
posed on, as to think me engaged in a former corre« 
spondence with your servant, and some way or other 
accessary to his undoing. 

Thor. I charge you as the cause, the sole cause, 
of all his guilt, and all his suJQfering, of all he now 
endures, and must endure, till a violent and shameful 
death shall put a dreadful period to his life and mise- 
ries together. 

Mill* 'Tis very strange. But who's secure from 
scandal and detraction? So far from contributing to 
his ruin, I never spoke to him till since this fatal ac- 
cident, which I lament as much as you. Tis trq^I 
have a servant, on whose account he hath of late fro* 
quented my house. If she has abused my good opt 
II ion of her, am I to blame ? Has not Baniwell dml» 
the same by you ? 

Thor. I hear you ; pray, go on. 

Mill. I have been informed he had a Tbhnt 
sion for her, and she for him ; bat till nour I'*i* 
thought it innocent. I know hei IpoWv ^^ 
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expensiye pleasures. Now, who can tell bat she may 
have influeaced the amorous youth to commit this 
murder, to supply her extravagancies ?—— It must 
be so. I now recollect a thousand circumstances that 
confirm it. I'll have her and a man servant, whom 
I suspect as an accomplice, secured immediately. I 
hope, sir, you will lay aside your ill-grounded suspi- 
cions of me, and join to punish the real contrivers of 
this horrid deed. {Offers to go, 

Thor* Madam, you pass not this way : I see your 
design, but shall protect them from your malice. , 

Mill* I hope you will not use your influence, and 
the credit of your name, to screen such guilty 
wretches. Consider, sir, the wickedness of persua- 
ding a thoughtless youth to such a crime. 

Thou I do and of betraying him when it was 

done. 

MM* That, which you call betraying him, may 
convince you of my innoct- nee. She who loves him, 
though she contrived the murder^ would never have 
delivered him into the hands of justice, as I, struck 
with horror at his crimes, have done. 

Thor. How should an inexperienced youth escape 
her snares I Even I, that with just prejudice come pre- 
pared, had by her artful story been deceived, but that 
my strong conviction of her guilt makes even a doubt 
impossible. Those, whom subtilely you would accuse, 
you know areT your accusers ; and, which proves un- 
answerably their innocence and your guilt, they accu- 
sed you before the deed was done, and did all that was 
in their power to prevent it. 

Aft//. Sir, yon are very hard to be convinced ; but 
I have a proof, which, when produced* will silence 
all objections. [^Exk Millwood. 

Enter Lucy, Trueman, Blunt, Officers, 8^c. 

Lucy* Gentlemen, pray place yourselves; some on 
one side of that door, and some on the other; watch 
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her entrance, and act as your prudence shall direct 
you. This way, (To THOROwoeoD ] and note her 
behaviour^ I have observed her; she's driven to the 
last extremity, and is forming some desperate reso- 
lution. I guess at her design, 

Ent€r Millwood, vdth a Pistol — ^Trueman 

securtB her, ' 

True, Here thy power of doing mischief ends ; de- 
ceitful, cruel woman ! 

Mill. Fool, hypocrite, villain, man ! thou canst not 
call me that. 

Tnce. To call thee woman were to wrong thy sex, 
thou devil ! 

MUL That imaginary being is an emblem of thy 
cursed sex collected. A mirror, wherein each par- 
ticular man may see his own likeness, and that of all 
mankind. 

Tlior. Think not, by aggravating the faults of others^ 
to extenuate thy own, of which the abuse of such 
uncommon perfection^ of mind and person is not the 
least. 

MiU, If such I had, well may I curse your barba- 
rous sex, who robbed me of them ere 1 knew their 
worth; then left me, too late, to count their value by 
their loss. Another and another spoiler came, and 
all my gain was poverty and reproach. My soul dis* 
dained, and yet disdains, dependence and contempt* 
Riches, no matter by what means obtained, I mk 
secured the worst of men from both. I fomid il 
therefore necessary to be rich, and to that 90A I 
moned all my arts. Yon call them wicked, be it p 
they were such as my convenatioa with your m J 
furnished me withal. ' 

Thor, Sure, none bat th,e wont of mea convn 
with thee. 

MiU. Men of all degreet, and all profiMP 
ha?e known, yet found no d^Bbraooe; all ivii 



4S GBOIIGE BARNWELL. [aCT V. 

wicked to the utmost of their power* I ktxow you, 
and I hate you all ; 1 expect no mercy* apd I ask for 
none; I followed my inclinations, and that>the best 
of you do every day. What are your laws, of which 
you make your boast, but the fool's wisdom, and the 
coward's valour, the instrument and screen of all your 
villainies ; by which, you punish in others what you 
act yourselves, or Hould have acted, had you been ia 
their circumstances ? The judge, who condemns the 
poor man for being a thief, had been a thief him« 
self had he been poor. Thus you go on, deceiving 
and being deceived, harassing, plaguing, and de- 
stroying one another. But women are your univer- 
sal prey. 

Women, by whom you are, the source of joy. 
With cruel arts you labour to destroy ; 
A thousand ways our ruin you pursue. 
Yet blame in us those arts first taught by you. 
O, may from hence, each violated maid. 
By flattering, faithless, barb'rous man betray'd. 
When robb'd of innocence, and virgin fame, 
From your destruction raise a nobler name ; 
T* avenge their sex's wrongs devote their mind. 
And future Millwoods prove, to plague mankind ! 

{^Exeunt. 



ACT THE FIFTH. 

SCENE I. 

A Dungeon, — A Table and a Lamp. 
Barnwell reading. 

Enter Tborowgood. 
77^or. There see the bitter fruits of passion's de- 
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tested reigiiy and sensual appetite indulged: severe 
reflections, penitence^ and tears. 

Bam. My honoured, injured master, whose good- 
ness has covered me a thousand times with shame, 
forgive this last unwilling disrespect. Indeed 1 saw 
you not. 

Tkor. 'Tis well ; I hope you are better employed, 
in viewing fo yourself; your journey's long, your time 
for preparation almost spent. I sent a reverend di- 
Tine, to teach you to improve it, and should be glad to 
hear of his success. 

Bam, The word of truth, which he recommended 
for my constant companion in this my tad retirement, 
has at length removed the doubts I laboured under. 
From thence Pve learned the infinite extent of hea* 
Tenly mercy ; that my ofiences, though great, are not 
unpardonable ; and that 'tis not my interest only, but 
jny duty, to believe, and to rejoice in my hope. So 
shall Heaven receive the glory, and future penitents 
the profit of my example. 

Tkor. Proceed. Celestial truths ! 

Bam. 'Tis wonderful, that words should charm de- 
spair, speak peace and pardon to a murderer's .con- 
science ; but truth and mercy flow in every sentence, 
attended with force and energy divine. 

Thor, These are the genuine signs of true repent- 
ance ; the only preparatory, the certain way to ever- 
lasting peace. 

, Bam. What do I owe for all your generous kind- 
ness ? But, though I cannot, Heaven can and will 
reward you. 

Thor. To see thee thus, is joy too great for words. 
Farewell. — Heaven strengthen thee ! — Farewell* 

Bam. Oh, sir, theie's something I would say, if 
my sad swelling heart would give nie leave. 

Thar. Give it vent^a while, and try. 

Bam. I had a friend— Ms true I am unworthy — yet 
methinks your generous example might persuade-.-^ 

s 
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Could not I see him once, before I go from wheaof 
there's no return ? 

JTtor. He's coming, and as much thy friend as ever; 
-—but I'll not anticipate his sorrow ; too soon he'll see 
the sad effect of his contagious ruin. This torrent of 
domestic misery bears too hard upon me. X must re* 
tire, to indulge a weakness 1 find impossible to over- 
cotne. [^Aside,2 Much-loved — and much-lamented 

youth !—— Farewell. Heaven strengthen thee. 

Eternally farewell. 

Bam. The best of masters and of men — ^Farewell! 
While I live let me not want your prayers. 

Thor» Thou shalt not Thy peace bein^ made with 
Heaven, death is already vanquished. Bear a little 
longer the pains that attend this transitory life; and 
cease fW>m pain for ever. [Exit Thorowgood* 

Bam* Perhaps 1 shall. I find a power within, that 
bears my soul above the fears of death, and, spite of 
conscious shame and guilt, gives me a taste of pleasure 
more than mortal. 

Enter Truem an. 

Trueman ! My friend, whom I so wished to se^ 

yet now he's here, I dare not look upon him. 

[Weep$» 

True. Oh, Barnwell ! Barnwell ! 

BarJi. Mercy ! Mercy ! gracious Heaven ! For 
death, but not for this, I was prepared. 

Trzie. What have 1 suffered since I saw thee last! 
What pain has absence given me !— But, oh, to see 
thee thus ! 

Bam, I know it is dreadful ! I feel the anguish of 
thy generous soul— But I was born to murder all who 
love me ! [Both tveep^ 

True. I came not to reproach you ; I thought to 

brings you comfort; but I am deceived, for I have 

none to give. I came to share thy sorrow, but can- 

not bear my own. Oh, had you VtwsXfcd \ftft, when 
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ficBt'the ikir seducer tempted joa, all might have 
been prevented. 

Bam, AlaB» thoa knowett not what a wretch IVe 
been. Breach of (nendship was my first and least 
ofience* So far was I lost to goodness, so devoted 
to the author of my min, that had she insisted on 
my murdering thee» . I think I should have 
done it. 

JVue. Pr'ythee, aggravate thy faults no more* 

Bam* I think I should ! Thus g(xxl and generous 
as you are, I should have murder^ you. 

True. We have not yet embraced, and may be in- 
terrupted. Come to my arms. 

Barn. Never, never! are those honest arms and 
faithful bosom fit to embrace and to support a mur- 
derer ? These iron fetters only shall clasp, and flinty 
pavement bear me ; [ Throtxnng hinuelfon the GrowuL] 
even these too good for such a bloody monster. 

True, Shall fortune sever those whom friendship 
joined ? Thy miseries cannot lay thee so low, but love 
will find thee. Here will we o&r to stern calamity ; 
this place the altar, and ourselves the sacrifice. Our 
mutual groans shall echo to each other through the 
dreary vault ; our sighs shall number the moments as 
they pass, and mingling tears communicate such an- 
guish, as words' were never made to express. 

Barn. Then be it so. [Rising.] Since you propose 
an intercourse of woe, pour all your griefs into my 
breast, and in exchange take mine. lEmbracing,] 
Where's now the anguish that you promised ? You've 
taken mine, and make me no return. Sure peace and 
comfort dwell within these arms, and sorrow can't ap- 
proach me while I am here. O, take, take some of 
the joy that overflows my breast ! 

Enter Keeper. 

Keep. Sir. 

True. I come. [Exit Keeper^ 
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Bam» Mast vou leave me } Death would soon have 
parted us for ever. 

True, Ob> Barnwell 1 there's yet another task be- 
hind. Again your heart must bleed for others' woes. 

Barn. To meet and part with you I thought -was 
all I had to do ou earth. What is there more for me 
to do or sufier ? 

True* I dread to tell thee, yet it must be known ! 
Mari a . 

Barn. Our master's fair and virtuous daughter ?— - 

True. The'same, 

Barn. No misfortune, I hope, has reached that 
maid ! Preserve her> Heaven, from every ill, to show 
mankind, that goodness is your care i 

True, Thy, thy misfortunes, /my unhappy friend, 
have reach'd her. Whatever you and I have felt, and 
more, if more be possible, she feels for you. 

Bam. l^his is indeed the bitterness of death ! 

True, You must remember, (for we all observed 
it) for some time past, a heavy melancholy weighed 
her down. Disconsolate she seemed, and pined and 
languished from a cau^e unknown; till, hearing of 
your dreadful fate, 'the long-stifled flame blazed out ; 
and in the transport of her grief discovered her own 
lost state, while she lamented yours. 

Barn, Will all the pain I feel restore thy ease, 
lovely, unhappy maid ? [fVeeplng,] Why did you not 
let me die, and never know it. 

True, It was impossible. She makes no secret of 
her passion for you; she is determined to see you 
ere you die, and waits for me to introduce her. 

[Exit TRUEM\Jf. 

Bam, Vain, busy thoughts, be still ! What avails 
it to think on what I might have been ! I now am- 
what I've made myself. 
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Enier Trueman and Maria. 

True, Madam, reluctant I lead you to this distnal 
•cene. This is the seat of misery and guilt. Here 
awful justice reserves her public victims. This is the 
entrance to a shameful death. 

Mar* To this sad place then, no improper guest, 
the abandoned lost Maria brings despair, and sees the 
subject and the cause of all this i^orld of woe. Silent 
ana motionlesa he stands, as if his soul had quitted her 
abode, and the lifeless form alone was left behind. 

Bam. Just Heaven ! 1 am your own ; do with me 
what you please. 

Mar, Why are your streaming eyes still fixed be* 
low, as though thou'dst give the greedy earth thy sor- 
rows, and rob me of my due? Were happmess within 
your power, you should bestow it where you pleased; 
but in your misery, I must and will partake. 

Bam, Oh, say not so, but fly, abhor, and leave me 
to my fate ! so shall I quickly be to you— -as though 
I had never been. 

Mar, When 1 forget you, I must be so indeed. 
Let women, like Millwood, it there are more such wo- 
meB, smile in prosperity, and in adversity forsake* 
Be it the pride of virtue to repair, or to partake, the 
vum such have made. 

True. Lovely, ilUfated maid I 

Mar, Yes, fruitless is my love, and unavailing all 
my sighs and tears. Can they ^ave thee from ap» 
proaching death ?— from such a death i Oh terrible I 

Bam. Preserve her. Heaven, and restore her peace, 
nor let her death be added to my crimes ! [BeU.tolis.} 
I am summoned to my fate. 

Enter Keeper. 

Keep, Sir, the officers attend you. Millwood is al- 
ready summoned. 
Bam. Tell themi I'm ready. And now, my frieud» 
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farewell. [Embracing.] Support and comfort, the best 
you can, this mourning fair. — ^No more — Forget not 
to pray for me. [Turning to Maria.] Would you^ 
bright excellence, permit me the honour of a chaste 
embrace, the last happiness this world could gi?e were 
mine. [She inclines towards him^ they embrace.'] Ex- 
alted goodness ! Oh, turn your eyes from earth and 
me, to heaven, where virtue, like yours^ is ever heard! 
Pray for the peace of my departing soul. Early my 
race of wickedness began, and soon I reached the 
summit. Though short my span of life, and few my 
days, yet count my crimes for years and 1 have li- 
ved whole ages. Thus justice, in compassion to man- 
kind, cuts on a wretch like me; by one such exam- 
ple, to secure thousands from future ruin. 

If any youth, like you, in future times, 

Shall mourn ray fate, though he abhors my crimes; 

Or tender maid, like you, my tale shall hear. 

And to my sorrows give a pitying tear ; 

To each such melting eye, and throbbing heart, ! 

Would gracious Heaven this beneht impart ; 

Kever to know my guilt, nor feel my pain, 

Then must you own, you ought not to complain. 

Since you nor weep, nor shall I die in vain. 

True, In vain, 
With bleeding hearts, and weeping eyes, we show 
A humane, gen'rous sense of others* woe ; 
Unless we mark what drew their rain on. 
And, by avoiding that-*prevent our own. 

[^Exeunt omnecl 



THE END. 
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Thr heroine of this drama possessed every' gi^ace Of ' 
person^ every adornment of mind> the attraction 
of youth, and the dignity of royalty.— She was-^ 
hurled from a throne to mount upon a scaffi[>rd^ 
and this lamentable story ia here told by one of ouh ' 
most pathetic dramatists ; and yet neither reader nor' 
auditor ever sheds a tear for the uidiappy &te of' 
Lady Jane Grey ! 

All surprise will cease, that this illustrious female- 
wants power to move the passions, when it is recol- 
lected, that she had no passions of her own with 
which to affect those of mankind. 

The very virtues of Lady Jane seal up the he6at 
against pity, l^erfection must be admired, not lin- ' 
dervalued by compassion. 

Could the dramatic author have descended-to poflfc ' 
Jane*s childish years, before every tender 9en8a;tioiir 
had been hardened by parental cruelty, and ere pSL- 
Heat fortitude had elevated her above her sex's weak- 
ness, he then might have made hiis readers share in 
her sorrows; for at that early age she was alive to 
them herself. 

The funous Roger Aschain, who was tutor to the 
Princess, afterwards Queen Elizabeth, relates'— that 
going to the Duke of Suffolk's country seat in Let- 
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cestershire^ he found tkt Dake and Dacbess^ with 
all tiieir household^ gentlemen and gentlewomen^ 
hunting in the park> wbflst this^ their blooming 
daughter Jane was shut up in her own chamber^ 
raading '' Fhiedo Flatonis,*' in Greek : and that a 
ccmvenation i^n her love of hooka and retirement, 
drew fimeooi her the following words :•— 

'' When I am in the presence of either my &ther 
or mother^ whether I qieak^ keep silence^ sit^ standi 
or go; eati drinks be merry or sad; be sewing, play* 
ing, daociiig, or doing any thuig else, I nmst do it» 
as it were, in snch weight, measure, and number, 
even so perfectly as God made the woild; or else I 
am so sharply taunted, so cnidly threatened, yea, 
presenUy somethnes with pinches, nips, and boba^ 
and other ways, whidi I will not name, for the 
honour I bear them, so witiiout measure misordered, 
that I think myself in heU; and fall a weepings 
when I am called firom my studies, because what- 
soever I do else but learning, is fiiH of grief, trouble, 
fear, and whole misliking unto me." 

All this rigour was, no doubt, employed, to form 
her mind, and fiisbion her manners, to dignify a 
throne, which Suffolk and his Duchess had long 
formed the design to obtain for her. But in ail those 
infantine griefe which the poor Lady Jane, fix>m their 
ambition, experienced. Providence wa&, in mercy, 
fortifying her with strength to reiinquish, not to en- 
joy, acrown; and was preparing her to die with firm-* 
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nes8 as an usurper^ instead of reigning with glory as 
a lawful sovereign. 

Awed by her domestic tyrants, she accepted the 
title of a queen ; and, weary of the <vlayery exacted by 
these her subjects, unmoved and undaunted, laid 
down her regal honours and her forfeited life. 

The extreme youth of Lady Jane at the time of 
her deaths her sober propensiti^, her erudition and 
philosophic mind^ render her one of the most curious 
women in all history, though not the most interest- 
ing. In the similar catastrophe of Mary Queen of 
Scots^ her failings, abating her supposed crimes, en^ 
dear her to erroneous creatures like herself, and they 
weep for the misfortunes attending indiscretion, be- 
cause they are ills which nmy probably fiedi upon 
themselves. But whilst it is scarcely possible to be 
heroical like Lady Jane, her calm contempt for either 
livmg or dying, places her above sympathy 3 and 
though she must ever be honoiured, she will never be 
tenderly bewailed. ' 

Howe, who melted every heart at the sufferings (^ 
the low-born and guilty Shore, has not here even 
touched the strings of commissenition, notwithstand- 
ing he has softened the real character of Lady Jane, 
in hopes of producing that effect. ' 

The approvers, for there can be few admirers, of 

this Tragedy, prefer the scenes between Guilford and 

Pembroke, Gardiner's description of the illustrious 

prisoner on her trial, and her execution scene, to th 
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rejt. Tktsf also prefer &e part iof Pembroke to thai 
of Goilfbrd. 

In oomparing oae fioene and one ^aracter mth 
anoflvBT ia tins Tn^edy^ aoiiie vviH^ of course^ h&ve 
superiority^ but tbe whole drama^ wliea opposed to 
any one ^ the author's preseat actiag^ plays-Hsiiikft 
into a decided hileriority. 



DRAMATIS FERSOSM. 

ThjKE t>T NoilTBUlfBBIli«AND Mr, Hull, 

J>mat «F Suffolk Mr, Powell. 

LoBD GuiLFOAD DuoiLST Mr. Holmau. 

Eabl or Fembrokb Mr. Farren. 

Eabii of Si786ex ilfr. Thompson. 

CUaoiNsa^ Bishop of Winchester ilf r. Harley. 

Sia John ^Avaa Mr. Davies. 

LiatJTENUIT OF TflE ToWER Ml*. Evott 

Duchess of Suffolk Mr$. Rock. 

%aa»y JjotR Gtbmr Mrs. Merry. 

Loads of the Council^ Gentlemen^ Guards, and 

Attendants. 



LADY JANE GBEY. 



ACT THE EUIST. 



SCENE I. 



The Court. 



Enter the Duke q/* Northumberland^ Duke of 
Suffolk^ and Sib John Gates. 

North. Tis all in Tain ; heaven has required its 
pledge. 
And he most die. 

iSti/f. Is there an honest heart, 
Hiat knres our England, does not mourn for Edward } 
The genius of our isle is shook with sorrow. 
He bows his venerable head with pain. 
And labours with the sickness of his lord. 
Religion meks in eveiy holy eye ; 
All comfortless, afflicted, and nrikxra. 
She sits on ear^, and weeps imon her 
Weary of man, and his detosled^wi 
Ev*n now she seems to inedltatp 
And waft her aogds to AeHu* 

North. Ay, thm^ mj M|^^ 
loss. 
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With him our holy faidi is doomed to suffer ; 
With him our ohurch sha]l veil her sacred fronts 
The toil of saints, and price of martyrs' blood, 
ShaU sail^ with Edward, and again old Rome 
ShaU spread her banners; and her monkish host> 
Pride, ignorance, and rapine, shall return ; 
Blind bloody zeal, and cru^ priestly power, 
ShaU scourge the land for ten dark ages more. 

Sir J. G. Is there no help in all the healing art^ 
No potent juice or drug to save a life 
So precious, and prevent a nation's fate ? 

North, What has been left untry*d that art could 
do> 
The hoary wrinkled L^iech has watched and toil*d^ 
Try*d ev'ry health-restoring herb and gum. 
And weary*d out his painful skill in vain. 
Some secret venom pireys upon his heart. 

Sir J. G, Doubt not, your graces, but the popish 
faction 
AVill at this juncture urge their utmost force. 
All on the princess Mary turn their eyes, 
WeW hoping she shall build again their altars. 
And bring their idol-worship back in triumph. 

North. Good heav'n, ordain some better fete for 
England! 

Siiff, What better can we hope, if she should rejgn } 
I know her well, a blinded zealot is she, 
A gloomy nature, sullen and severe. 
Nurtured by proud presuming Ronash priests. 
Taught to believe they only cannot err. 
Because they cannot err 3. bred up in scorn 
Of reason, and the whole lay world instructed 
To hate whoe'er dissent from what they teach j 
To purge the world from heresy by blood. 
To massacre a nation, and believe it 
An act, well pleasing to the Lord of Mercy : 
These are thy gods, O Rome, and this thy feith ! 
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North, And riull we tamely tuU ouTSchrai to 
bondage t 
Bow down bdiwe these faolj purple grants. 
And bid them tread upon our aluTish necks 1 
No i let thu &ithful &e«-bom En^ih hand 
First dig my grave in liberty and honour ; 
And though I found but one more thus nsolv'd. 
That honest man and I would die togelh^. 

Suf. Doubt not, there are ten thousand and ten 
thousand. 
To own a cause so just. 

Sir J. 6. Hie list, I gave 
Into your grace's hand last nigbt, dedarea 
My power and friends at frdl. 

[Tq NoBTHITIfaKKIiUfV, 

North. Be it yoor care. 
Good Sir John Gates, to see your friends apponted 
And ready for the occasion. Haste this instant^ 
Lose not a mcunent's time. 

Sir J. G. I go, my lord. [£tU Sw Josk Gatm. 

North. Your grace's princdy diug^rter. Lady Jaon, 
la she yet come to conrt! 

Suif. Not yet atriv'd. 
But with tbc soooeit I expect her hcra. 
I know her duty to the dying king, 
f om'd widi my •triot oonBuuds to hi 
Wai faring her m Oe wl^. 

NoHA. 'Beseech yonr grace, 
T» ^eed another messenger to press h 
For on her faappy presence all a 
Depeodj^nd take their fate. 

Stff^ Upon the instant 
Tour grace shall be obey'd, I go to a 

North. What trivial ii 
O'er wifte men's covnsrf 
The p«ateat uliemas'^ 
Ok- %aU ambitioi. dacA 
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DepiDd upon our husbanding a moment. 

Ana the l%ht lasting of a woman's will ; 

She must be here, and lodg'd in Guilford's arms> 

Ere Edward dies, or all we've done is marr'd. 

Ha ! Pembroke ! that's a bar which thwarts my way t 

His fiery temper brooks not opposition. 

And must be met with soft and supple arts. 

Such as assuage the fierce, and bend the strong 

Enter the Ea.bl q/* Pembroke. 

Crood-inorrow, noble Pembroke : we have staid 
The meeting of the council for your presence. 

Pern, For mine, my lord ! you mock your servant 

sure, 

To say that I am wanted, where yourself. 
The great Alddes of our state, is present. 
Whatever dangers menace prince, or people. 
Our great Noraiumbeiland is arm*d to meet them r 
The ablest head, and firmest heart you bear, 
1^ need a second in the glorious task -, 
Equal yourself to all the toils of empire. 

North. No ; as I honour virtue, 1 have try'd. 
And know my strength too well! nor can the voice 
Of friendly flattery, like yours, deceive me. 
I know my temper liable to passions. 
And all the frailties conmion to our nature ; 
Much therefore have I need of some good man. 
Some wise and honest heart, whose friendly aid 
Might guide my treading thro* our present dangers ; 
And, by the honour of my name I swear 
I know not one of all our English peers. 
Whom I would choose for that best friend, like 
Pembroke. 

Pern. What shall I answer to a trust so noble; 
This prodigality of praise and honour > 
Were not your grace too generous of soul. 
To speak a language differing from your heart. 
How might 1 thmk you could not mean this goodness 
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To one^ whom his ill-fortune has ordain'd 
The riral of your son. 

Norths No more > I scorn a thought 
So much below the dignity of virtue. 
'Tis true^ I look on Guilford like a &ther^ 
Lean to his side, and see but half his feilbgs : 
But, on a point like this^ when equal merit 
Stands forth to make its bold appeal to honour. 
And calls to hare the balance held in justice ; 
Away with all the fondness of nature ! 
I ju^ge of Pembroke and my son alike. 

Pern. I ask no more to bind me to your service. 

North. The realm is now at hazard, and bold Ac- 
tions 
Threaten change, tumult, and disastrous days. 
These fears drive out the gentler thoughts ^ joy. 
Of courtship, and of love. Grant, heav*n, the state 
To fix in peace and safety once again ^ 
Then speak your passion to the princdy maid. 
And faiur success attend you. For mysdf 
My voice shall go as far for you, my lord. 
As for my son, and beauty be the umpire. 
But now a heavier matter calls upon us $ 
The king with life just lab*ring ; and I fear. 
The council grow impatient at our stay. 

Pern, One moment's pause, and I attend your grace. 

[^ExU NoRTHUMBBBIiAND. 

Old Winchester cries to me oft. Beware 

Of proud Northumberland. The testv prelate, 

Froward with age, with disappointed hopes. 

And zealous for old Rome, raUs on the duke. 

Suspecting him to ^Eivour the new teachers : . 

Yet ev*n in that, if I judge right, be errs. > 

But were it so, what are these monkish ^piarrds. 

These wordy wars of proud iU-manner'd schoolmen. 

To us and our lay interests Let them rail 

And worry one another at their pleasure. 

This duke, of late, by many worthy offisfi&» 
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Has floagfat tt)r ftkiiAl^ Ai^iyet adore^ Eb son. 
Hie noUiBSt youth our £iigland|liii0 to bottt ol^ 
Has made n* k»g tli& partner of Ids br^ 

JBaler LotcD OmLFoUD* 

Oh^ GuiUcNrd ! just as tboa vmtt e&f rifi^ here/ 
My ihoi^^ was nmning aH tby irirtiies orer. 
And woBd'riag bow thy smd oouldtdioose a partner 
So much wiliKe hlelf • 

GuU. How conld my toagoa 
l>Jn pkasure etid be lavidi in Ajr praise ! 
Xlayft art the ikiaa in wban luy toul ddights^ 
In whom, next heav*n> I trust. 

Pern. Oh, gdwNMis voulh } 
What ean a lMart» stitbbani andfieree^ Ifte mine, 
Eetum to dl dicy sweetness h^'-^lTet I would, 
I would be gratefUL-'i'^^'-Oli, my crod fertone! 
'Would I hfln Defer seen her^ never east 
Mme eyes on SnffoUc's dsngbier ! 

GuU. Sowoiddii 
Since 'twas nay fete to see and kfre her first. 
But ten me^ ranfaroke, is it not in virtue 
To arm agdnst Ibis pivud iiiqieriond passion ! 
Boes holy fe i ead ship dwell so near to envy, 
SheooiM not bear to see anolber happy. 
If blind mistaken ehaace^ and partial beauty 
Should join to fitvour Guilford ? 

Pern, Nmaae it not | 
My fiery epitits kindle «t the thought. 
And hurry me to rage. 

Guil. And yet I think 
I should not murmur, were thy lot to prosper. 
And mine to be refiis'd. Though sure, the loss 
Would wound me to the heart. 

Pern. Ha! Oouldstthoubearit? 
And yet perhaps thou might'st; thy gentle temper 
istorm'd wHk pastians mis*4 wilb due propofmn^ 
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Where no one oveibears nor plays the tptM, 
While mine^ disdaining reason and her uiwBj 
Like all thou canst imagine unld and fdriouii^ 
Now drive me headlong on, now whirl me back;^ 
And hurl my unstable flittii^ soul 
To eVry mad extreme. 

Enter Sir JoAn GAtss* 

Sir J, G, The Lords of council 
Wait with impatience 

Pern. I attend their pleasure. 
ThTs only, and no more then. Whatsoerer 
Fortune decrees, still let us call to mind 
Our friendship and our honour. And since loVe 
Condemns us to be rivals for one prize. 
Let us contend, as friends and brave men ought^ 
With openness and justice to each other } 
Hiat he, who wins the fair one to his arms^ 
May take her as the crown of great desert. 
And if the wretched loser does repine. 
His own heart and the world may all condemn him* 

lExU Pbubboub. 

GuiL Where is that pierdi^g foresight Can unfold 
Where all this mazy error wiU have end. 
And tell the doom reserved for me and Pembroke > 
And see, the mistress of our &te appears ! 

Enter Lady Jane Gbet and Attendanti. 

Hail, princely maid ! who with auspickms beaxiCy 
Cheer St ev*ry drooping heart in this sad place } 
Who, 13ce the silver regent of Hie night, 
Lift*iA up thy sacred b^tms upon the land^ 
To bid the gloom look gay, ^spA op korfOfB^ 
And make us less lament the seHin^ wi. 

Ladff /. G. Yes, Guilford; wmmtthoucompMa 
my |M«8ence 
To the fiiint eoiiiftMrt of the ivMiind tDMH \ 
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Like her cold orb^ acheerless gleam I bring : 
Silence^ an4 heaviness of hearty with dews 
To dr^ the fece of nature all in tears. 
But say^ how fEires the king ? 

Guil. He Hves as yet i 
But eT*ry moment cuts away a hope> 
Adds to our fears, and gives the infont saint 
Great prospeqt of his op'ning heaven. 

Lady J. G. Descend ye cbom of angeb to receive 
him^ 
Tune your melodious harps to some high strain^ 
And waft him upwards with a song of triumph ; 
A purer soul^ and one more like yourselves^ 
Ne*er entered at the golden gates of bliss. 
Oh, Guilford ! What remains for wretdied England^ 
When he, our guardian angel, shall forsake us ? 
For whose dear soke heav*n spar'd a guilty land. 
And scattered not its plagues while Edward reign*A. 

Guil, 1 own my heart bleeds inward at the thought^ 
And rising horrors crowd the op'ning scene. 
And yet, forgive me, thou, my native country. 
Thou land of liberty, thou nurse of heroes, 
Forgiv^ me, if, in spite of all thy dangers. 
New springs of pleasure flow within my bosom, 
Wh^i thus *tis giv*n me to behold those eyes 
Thus gaze and wonder, how excelling nature 
Can give each day new patterns of her skill. 
And yet at once surpass them. 

Lady J. G. Oh, vain flattery ! 
Harsh and ill-sounding ever to my ear ; 
But on a day like this, the raven's note 
Strikes on my sense more sweetly. But, no more« 
I charge thee touch the ungrateful theme no more 
Lead me, to pay my duty to the king. 
To wet his pale cold hand with these last tears^ ■ 
And sliare the blessings of his parting breath. 

Guild. Were I like d3dng Edward, sure a touch 
Of this dear hand would kmdle life anew. 
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But I obey, I dread that gath'riog frown ; 
And, oh, whene'er my bosom sweUs with pasmon. 
And my full heart b pain'd with ardent love^ 
AUow me but to look on you, and »gh ; 
Tis all the humble joy that Guilford asks. 

Lady J. G. Still wUt thou frame thy speech to 

this vtun purpose. 
When the wan king of terrors stalks before U3> 
When universal min gathers round. 
And no escape is left us ? Are we not 
I^e wretches in a storm, whom ev'ry moment 
The greedy deep is gaping to devour } 
Around us see the pale despairing crew 
Wring their sad hands, and give thdr labour o'er j 
The hope of life has eVry heart fbrsook. 
And horror ata on eadi distracted look ; 
One solemn thought of death does all employ. 
And cancels, like a dream, delight and joy. 
One sorrow streams from all their weeping eyes. 
And one consenting voice, for mercy cries j 
Trembling, they dread just heaven's avengii^ 

power, 
Uoum thor past lives, and wut the fidal hsur. 

[fxOMfc. 
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ACT THE SECOND, 



SCENE I. 



The Court. 



Enter the Dvkb of NoKT^uifBSRLAND atid the 
DuKx OF Suffolk. 

North. Yet then be dsieer'd^ my hearty amidst tiiy 
mourning. 
Though fate hang heavy o*er ue> tho' pale fear 
And wild distraxstion sit on ev*ry face ; 
Though never day of grief was known like this. 
Let me rejoice, and bless the hallowed light, 
IFfaose beams auspicious shine upon our union. 
And bid me call the noble Suffolk brother. 

Suff. I know not what my secret soul presai^cs. 
But something seems to whisper me within. 
That we have been too hasty. For myself, 
I wish this matter had been yet delayed -, 
That we had waited some more blessed time. 
Some better day, with happier omens hallowed. 
For love to kindle up his holy flame. 
But you, my noble brother, would prevail. 
And I have yielded to you. 

North. Doubt not any thing 5 
Nor hold the hour unlucky, that good heaven. 
Who softens the corrections of his hand. 
And mixes still a comfort with afflictions^ 
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Has given to-day a blessing in our children^ 
To wipe away our tears for d3dng Edward. 

Suff, In that I trust. Grood angels be our guards. 
And make my fears prove vain. But see ! My 

wife! 
With her, your son, the generous Guilford comes; 
She has inform*d him of our present purpose. 

Enter the Duchess of Suffolk and Lord Guil- 
ford. 

Lord O, How shall I speak the fulness of my 
heart? 
AVhat shall I say to bless you for this goodness > 
Oh, gracious princess ! But my life is yours. 
And all the business of my years to come. 
Is, to attend with humblest duty on you. 
And pay my vow'd obedience at your feet. 

Duchess S. Yes, noble youth, I share in all thy 
joys. 
In all the joys, which this sad day can ^ve. 
The dear delight I have to call thee son. 
Comes like a cordijd to my drooping spirits 5 
It broods with gentle warmth upon my bosom. 
And melts that frost of death which hung about me. 
But haste ! Inform my daughter of our pleasure : 
Let thy tongue put on all her pleasing eloquence. 
Instruct thy love to speak of comfort to her. 
To soothe her griefs, and cheer the mourning maid. 

North, All desolate and drown'd in flowing tears^ 
By Edward*s bed the pious princess sits ^ 
Fast from her lifted eyes the pearly drops 
Fall trickling o*er her cheek, while holy ardo""^ " 
And fervent zeal pour forth her lab'rin^ 0r 
And ev*ry sigh is wing*d with pray'is flo ' 
As strive with heav*n to save her cKrinf^ 

Duchess S, From the first early <b|" 



■r ^ 



A gende 4)«Ml4 .<lf fiJieil4sUp £rew jbi!9t^^ 
And while omr ^ro^ luide Henry jeiga*d> 
A9 <b£pth/er audits sister bred together^ 
Biejoeatli one eornmon parentis care they liv*d. 

North, A wondrous sympathy of soids conspired 
To jSomjL ihe sacred union. Lady Jane 
Of all his royal blood was still the dearest ; 
In ey'ry innocent delight they shar*d> 
They sung^ and danc*d^ and sat^ and walk*d together; 
Nay, in £e graver business of his youth. 
When books and learning call'd him from his sports, 
$y*n there Hie prmcely maid was his companion. 
She left the diining court to share his toil. 
To turn with him the grave historian's page 
And taste the rapture of the poet's scHig ^ 
To search the Latin and the Grecian stores. 
And wonder at the mighty minds of old. 

Enter Ladt Jane Gkbt, weeping. 



i 



Lady J, G, Wilt thou not break, my heart !• 
Suff. Alas ! What meanest thou } 
GuU. Oh! speak! 
Duchess S, How faxes the king } 
North. Say, is he dead ? 
Lady /. G. The saints and angels have him. 
Ducheu S. When I left him. 
He seem*d a little cheer'd, just as you entered 



Lady J. G. As I approached to kneel and pay my 
duty. 

He rais*d his feeble eyes, and faintly smiling. 
Are you then come ? he cry'd : I only liv*d. 
To lud farewell to thee, my gentle cousin -, 
To speak a few short words to thee^ and die. 
With that he press*d my hand, and ph ! — ^he said. 
When I am gone, do thou be good to England, 
Keep to that fsuth in which we both were bred. 
And to the end be constant. More I would, i 
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But cannot — Tkner^ hif f^i^'xv^ ilW^its fiul*d^ 
And turning ey*,ry t^ovgi^ ^roj^ fiSi^rik at once 
To that hid^ plfioe \yh€ire aU Ms^pes were fix'd>' 
iJQigmest he pi;9y*4 ^-r-r-Mcrcifid> great Defender I 
Preserve (thy hply ajtars ,\vMie$l'd, 
Protect itbi^ l9^ ii^om t>WQ4y u^e^ and idols^ 
Save my poor people fropci tihe yoke of Rome^ 
And take thy p^iUiful servant to thy mercy. 
Then s.k4i:ipg on his pillow, with a sigh. 
He :hreadi*d his jnnocent and faithful soul 
Into His hands who gave it. 

GuU, Crowns of glory. 
Such as the brightest angels lyear, be on him : 
Peace guard his ashes here, and paradise. 
With all its endless bliss be open to him. 

North, Our grief be on his gr$kve. Our present 
duty 
Enjoins to see his last colp^lands obeyed. 
I hold it fit his death be not made kn^wn 
To any but our friends. Xo-morrow early 
The council shall assemble at the Tower. 
Meanwhile, I beg your grace WQuLd 3trait inform 

[To the DucHBfis OF Suffolk. 
Your princely daughter c^ our resolution 3 
Our .oommmi interest in that;happy tie. 
Demands our swiflest care to see it finished. 

Duchess S, My lord, you have determined well. 
IfOtd Guilford, 
Be it your task to speak at large our purpose. 
Dauj^tter, receive this lord as one whom I, 
Tour fieUber^ and his own, ordaia your husband : 
What inoM ^oncoTiB our wiU, and your obedience^ 
We Ismt you to feceive from him at leasure. 

[£«B^ Duke and Dimhess of Suffolk, and 

Cfuii, wot thott not spare a moment from thy 
And hid Ibese bubbliiic j9tNama fbrbeax V> ifsm \ 
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Wilt thou not give one interval to joy ; 

One little pause> while humbly I unfold 

The happiest tale my tongue was ever blest with f 

Lady J, G, My h^feut is dead within me, every soise 
Is dead to joy ; but I will hear thee, Guilford, 
Nay, I must hear thee, such is her command. 
Whom early duty taught me still t'obey. 
Yet, oh I forgive me, if to all the story. 
Though eloquence divine attend thy speaking. 
Though ev*ry muse and ev*ry g^ce do crown thee ; 
Forgive me, if I cannot better answer. 
Than weeping ^thus, and thu s 

Guil, If I offend thee. 
Let me be dumb for ever. 
What is my peace or happiness to thine } 
No ; though our noble parents had decreed. 
And urg'd high reasons, which import the state. 
This night to give thee to my faithfiil arms. 
My fairest bride, my only earthly bliss 

Lady J. G, How ! Guilford ! on this night } 

Guil, This happy night : 
Yet if thou art resolv*d to cross my fete. 
If this my utmost wish shall give thee pain. 
Now rather let the stroke of death fell on me. 
And stretch me out a lifeless corpse before thee : 
Let me be swept away with things forgotten. 
Be huddled up in some obsciu'e blind grave. 
Ere thou shouldst say my love has made thee 

wretched. 
Or drop one single tear for Guilford*s sake. 

Lady J, G, Alas ! I have too much of death already. 
And want not thine to furnish out new horror. 
Oh ! dreadful thought, if thou wert dead indeed. 
What hope were left me then? Yes, I will own. 
Spite of the blush that burns my maiden ch«ek^ 
My heart has fondly lean'd towards thee long*: 
Thy sweetnes^ virtue, and unblemish*d yovUf 
Have won a place for thoft wiliiin my i MH irflrf 
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And if my eyes look coldly on thee now. 
And shun thy love on this disastrous day. 
It is because I would not deal so hardly. 
To give thee sighs for all thy fiuthM vows^ 
And pay thy tenderness with nought but tears. 
And yet *tis all I have. 

Guil, I ask no more ; 
Let me but call thee mine, confirm that hope^ 
To charm the doubts^ which vex my anxious soul ; 
For all the rest do thou allot it for me. 
And at thy pleasure portion out my blessings. 

Lady J, G, Here then I take thee to my heart for 
ever. [^Gwir^g her liand^ 

The dear companion of my future days : 
Whatever Providence allots for each. 
Be that the common portion of us both ; 
Share all the griefs of thy unhappy Jane ^ 
But if good heav*n has any joys in store,. 
Let them be all thy own. 

Guil, Thou wondrous goodness f 
And, oh ! if , as my fond belief would hope. 
If any word of mine be gracious to thee> 
I be^ thee, I conjuiC thee, drive awa^ 
Those murd*rous thoughts of grief that ki& thy qMief;^ 
Restore thy gentle bosom*ff native peace. 
Lift up the light of gladness in thy eyes. 
And cheer thy heaviness with one dear smile. 

L<idy J, 6. Yes, Guilford, I will study to forget 
AU that the royal Edward has been to me. 
How we have k>v'd, even from our very cradles. 
My private loss no longer will I mourn. 
But ev'jry tender thou^t to thee shall turn : 
Wi^ piitieQce IH tubmit to heav*n*s decree. 
And what I lost in Edward find in thee. 
But, oh ! when I revolve what rains wait 

Onr aiiiUw d(iw« aiid 4k Id^ 
"Mil i:4w< M ' *M i>nd 
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How form*d he was to save her from 
A king to govern^ and a saint to blesd : 
New sorrow to my laboring breast succeeds. 
And my whole heart for wretched England bleeds.. 

[ExU Lady Janb Grxy. 
Guil. My heart sinks in me, at her acit com« 
plaining ; 
And ev*ry moving accent that she breathes 
Resolves my courage, slackens my tough nerves. 
And mdts me down to infEuicy and tears. 

Enter Pxmbbokb. 

Pern, Edward is dead ; so said the great North- 
umberland, 
As now he shot along by me in haste. * 
See^ my Guilford ! ^Speaking to him. 

My friend ! 

Guil. Ha! Pembioke! IStarHng. 

Pem. Wherefore dost thou start ? 
Why sits that wild disorder on thy visage. 
Somewhat that looks like passibns strange to thee. 
The paleness of surprise, and ghHstly fear ! 
Since I have known thee first, and caU'd thee friend, 
I never saw thee so unlike thyself; 
So changed upon a sudden. 

Guil. How ! so chang*d ! 

Ptm. So to my eye thou seem*st. 

Guil. The king is dead. 

Pem, I learn*d it from thy Neither, 
Just as I entered here. But say, could that, 
A fate which ev'ry moment we expected. 
Distract thy thought, or shock thy temper thus ? 

Guil. Oh ! Pembroke ! 'tis in vain to hide from 
thee! 
For thou hast look'd into my artless bosom. 
And seen at once the hurry of my soul. 
*Tjs true thy coming struck me with surprise. 
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I hftve a thought-— —But vrher^ore said I one? 
I have a thousand thoughts all up in anns. 

Pern, Thou know'st thou art so dear> so sacred to 
me^ 
Tliat I can never think thee an o£fender. 
If it were so^ that I indeed must judge thee, 
I should take part with thee against myself. 
And call thy &uU a virtue. 

GuU, But suppose 
The thought were somewhat that concem*d our love. 

Pern, Speak then, and ease the doubts that shock 
my soul. 

GuU, Suppose thy Guilford's better stars prevail^ 
And crown lus love ■ 

Pern. Say not, suppose : 'tis done. 
Thou hast prevaricated with thy friend. 
By underhand contrivances undone me : 
And while my open nature trusted in thee. 
Thou hast slept in between me and my hopes> 
And ravished from me all my soul held dear.^ 
Thou hast betray *d me ' ' 

GuU, How ! betray'd thee, Pembroke I 

Pern. Yes, £Edsely, like a traitor. 

Guil, Have a care. 

Pern. But think not I will bear it long-.. 
My injured honour. 

Impatient of the wrong, calls for revenge^ 
And tho' I love thee ^fondly — — 

Guil. Hear me yet. 
And Pembroke shall acquit me to himsdf . 
Hear, while I tell how fortune dealt between n»^ 
And gave the yielding beauty to my arm ft ' * 

Pern. What, hear it! Stand and HsiQti to. thy trit-^ 
umph ! ' . : . 

Thou tfaink'st me tMDM.UML Ng» M4,.I dMqpi 

li^IfiiHpel 
I^; in dill 
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Gu'd. Ttou warn*8t me wdl 5 and I wi^fe ttA afe 
thou art^ 
To trust the secret sum of lUl my hi^pliMM 
With one not master of hunself. • FarewdL {Goings 

Pent, Ha i art ihougotng? Think not tlHUitb^lirt^ 
Nor leave mse on t}ie wre^ of iMs uitfcertailltyi 

Guil. What wouldst thou filrlii^r ? 

Pern. Tell it to me all 9 
Say thou art marry*d^ say thou hast posse^'d her^ 
And rioted in vast ^tx^^ of bUss ; - 
IfsaX I miiy curie m^self^ and thee^ and her. 
Ck>aie^ tell me how thou didst suppLmt thy friend > 
How didst tibou look with that tietriiyhq;^ Ac^, 
And smiling plot my ruin ? 

Guil, Give me way. 
When thou art better temper*d> I may t^ li[to> 
And vindicate at fall my love aiid fHendship. 

Pem^ No^ I will have it now> this mdmtet 60A 
thee^ 
Or drag the secret out from thy false heart. 

GuiL Away^ thou madman ! I would talk to winds^ 
And reason with the rude tempestuous surge« 
Sooner than hold discourse with rage lik^ thine* 

Pern., Tell it, or by my injurM love I swear, 

[^Laying his hand upon hii tw(^rd, 
I'll stab the lurking treason in thy heart. 

Guil Ha ! stay thee there 3 nor let thy fi^ndc hand 

ISiopphtg him, 
Unsheath thy weapon. If the sword be drawn. 
If once we meet on terms like those, &rewell 
To ev*ry thought of frieiidlghip ; one must fhM. 

Pern, Cio^e oh thy friendship ! I would bfi^ Idle 
band. 

Guil. That as you please — ^Beside, tills |place is 
sacred. 
And must not be profan*d with brawls aitdc^trflg^ . 
You know I dai<e be Ibttihi ttfi &iiy WtkmaOB. 
Fern. 'Tiswdl. MyVetig«Kfik^iiitfIlftdtWlllir^%» 
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Henceforward let the thoughts of our past lives 
Be turn*d to deadly and remorseless hate. 
Here I give up the empty name of friend^ 
Renounce all gentleness^ all con^^ce^ with thee^ 
To death defy thee^ as my mortal foe ; 
And when we meet again^ may swift destruction 
Bid me of thee^ or rid me of myself. 

{^Exii Pembbokb. 
Guil, The fate I ever fear d is faQ*n upon me; 
And long ago my boding heart divin*d 
A breach like tins from his ungovem*d rage. 
Oh, Pembroke ! thou hast done me much injustice^ 
For I have borne thee true^ uitfeign'd, affectioQ ; 
'Tis past^ and thou art lost to me for ever. 
Love is^ or otight to be> bur gtektest bliss ; 
Since ev'ry other joy, how dear soever. 
Gives way to that, and we leave all for love. 
At ^e imperious tyrsuit*s lordly call. 
In spite of reason or restraint we come ; 
Leave kindred, parents, and our native home. 
The trembling maid, with all her fears he charms. 
And pulls her from her weeping mother's arms : 
He laughs at all her leagues, and in proud scom 
Commands the bands of friendship to be torn ; 
Disdains a partner should partake his throne. 
But reigns unbounded, la^ess, and aldne. [Exit. 
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ACT THE THIKD. 
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The Tower. 



Enter Pbmbbokb and Gabdineb. 

Gar. Nay^ by the rood^ my lord^ you were to blarney 
To let a hair-braia*d passion be your guide^ 
And hurry you into such xnad extremes. 
Marry^ you might have made much worthy profit^ 
By patient hearing y the unthinking lord 
Had brought forth ev*ry secret of bis soul ; 
Then when you were the master of his bosom> 
That was the time to use him with contempt^ 
And turn his friendship, back upon his hands. 

Pern, Thou talkst as if a madman could be wise. 
Oh, Winchester ! thy hoary frozen age 
Can never guess my painj can never know 
The burning transports of untam*d desire. 
I tell thee, reverend lord, to that one bliss. 
To the enjo3nnent of that lovely maid. 
As to their centre, I had drawn each hope. 
And ev'ry wish my furious soul could form ; 
Then, to be robbed at once, and unsuspecting. 
Be dash'd in all the height of expectation ! 
It was not to be borne. 

Gar, Have you not heard of what has happened 
since ? . . 

Pern, I have not had a minute's peace of mind^ J 
ii iuament's pause^ to rest from rage^ or think*; 

1 ' .. 
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Gar. Learn it from me then : But ere I speak^ - 
I warn you to be master of yourself. 
Though^ as you know^ they have confin'd me long^ 
Gra'merey to their goodness^ prisoner here j 
Yet as I am allow'd to walk at large 
Within the Tower, and hold free speech with any, 
I have not dreamt away my thoughtless hours. 
Without good heed to these our righteous rulers. 
To prove this true, this mom a trusty spy 
Has brought me word, that yester ev*ning late. 
In spite of aU the grief for Edward's death. 
Your friends were marry'd. 

Pern. Marry'd ! who ? 

Gar. Lord Guilford Dudley, and the lady Jane. 

Pern. Curse on my stars ! 

Gar. Nay, in the name of grace. 
Restrain this sinful passion ; all*s not lost 
In this one single woman. 

Pern. I have lost 
More than the female world can give me back. 
I had beheld even her whole sex, unmov'd. 
Looked o*er them like a bed of gaudy flowers. 
That lift their painted heads, and live a day. 
Then shed their trifling glories unregarded 5 
My heart disdain'd their beauties, till she came. 
With ev'ry grace that Nature's hand could give. 
And with a mind so great, it spoke its essence 
Immortal and divine. 

Gar. Your state is not so bad as you would make 

it; 

Nor need you thus abandon ev*ry hope. 

Pern, fifa ! Wilt thou save me, snatch me from 

despair. 

And bid me live again. 

.Oar, She may w jooTB. 
What if Loid Gniilbid fuitt > 

Or. Mi 
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ft8 LADT lANBGBET. [aCT IH.. 

Tbc8C gqspeUein hme had their gold^ days^ 
And loiilea it at will; with'||loi^ da^te 
Hare trodden down our holy I^bman fjuth^ 
Bansack*d our shrines^ and driv'i^ our Sfdnts to exile- 
But if my ^vination fail me not^ 
Their haughty hearts shall be abased ere Ibng, 
And fed the vengeance of our Mary*s reign. 

Pern. And wouhtst thou have my fierce impatience* 
stay j 
Bid me lie bound upon a rack^ and wait 
For distant joys^ whole ages yet bdiind } 
Can love attend on politicians' schemes^ 
Expect the slow evenj^ of cautious councife^ 
Cold unresolving heads, and creeping time? 

Gar. To-day, or I am ill-ia£brm' d, Northumber- 
land, 
With easy Suffolk, Gu]lfi>rd^ and the rest. 
Meet here in council on some deep design. 
Some traitorous contrivance, to protect 
Their upstart £uth from near approaching ruin. 
But there ace punishments — ^halters and axes 
For traitors, and consuming flames for heretics ; 
The happy bridegroom may be yet cut short, 

Ev'n in his highest hope ^But go not you ; 

However the fawning sire, old Dudley, court you ; 
No; by the holy rood, I charge you, mix not 

With their pernixuous counsels. ^Mischief waits 

them. 
Sure, (Certain, unavoidable destruction. 

Pern. iJa ! join with them ! the cursed Dudley's 
race! 
AV)>0; .while t^ey held me ifk their arms, betrayed me ^ 
Scorn'd me ifor not suspecting they were villains. 
And made a mockery c^ my easy friendship ! 
No, when I do, dishonour be my portion. 
And swift perdition catch me ;— join with 

Gar, I would not have you — ^EGe yoa tp' 
Andjqyi jgiSk i^^ tb^ ]pye our fndcfjBt ' 

/■-'■.;- 
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Gather your friends about you, and be leody 
T' assert our zadoufi Stacy's royal title, 
.ad doubt not but her grateful hsnd shall give you 
f o see your soul'a desire upon your enemies. 
The church shall pour her ample treasures forth too. 
And pay you with ten thousand years ot pardon. 

Fem. No; give me vengeance: 
Give me to tell that soft dccdver, Guilford, 
Thus, traitor, hast thou done, thus hast thoa wrong'd 



\ ! by the mass, the bride and bridegroom too 1 
K*. ire nith me, my lord ; we must not meet them. 

Pem. 'Tis they themselves 1 
Haste, Winchester, haste ! let us fly for ever. 
And drive her from my very thoo^ts, if possible. 
Oh 1 Jove, what have I lost ! Oh, reverend lord ! 
Kty this fond, this foolish weakness in me ! 
Methinks, I go like our first wretched father. 
When firom his blissful garden he was driven : 
Like me he went despuiring, and like me. 
Thus at the gate stopp'd short for one last view ! 
Then with the cheerless partner of his wo. 
He turn'd him to the world that lay helow : 
There, for his Eden's happy plains, beheld 
A barren, wUd, uncomfortable field ; 
He saw 'twaa vain his ruin to deplore. 
He try'd to give the sad remembrance o'er j 
The sad remembrance still retum'd again. 
And his lost paradise renew'd his pain. 

[Exemt Fbhbxokx ami Gabdimek. 

Enter LnRD G[;iLFOBn and Lady Jane. 
G"i(. Wliat shall I say to thee? What power divine 
WiU ti-ach ray tongue to tell tlicc what I feel i 
T(t ptntr the transports of my bosom fotttv 
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And make thee partner of the joy dwells then» > 
For thou art comfortless^ fidl of affliction^ 
Hffavy of heart as the forsaken widow^ 
And desolate as orphans. Oh ! my hir one I 
Tjoiy Edward shines amongst the brightest stars^ 
And j^^ thy sorrows seek him in the grave. 

Lady J, G. Alas! my dearest lord! a thousand 
grie& 

?pS£t^y.fpxiouB heart : and yet^ as if 
hie burden were too little, I have added 
The weight of all thy cares 3 aad, like the raiser, 
Incri^^se of wealth has made me but more wretched. 
The morning light seems not to rise as usual^ 
It draws not to me, like my virgin days. 
But brings .new thoughts and other fears upon me ; 
I tremble, and my anxious heart is pain*d. 
Lest aught but gjpod should happen to my Guilford. 

GuU. Nothing but good can happen to thy 6uil» 
ford, 
Willie thou art by his 'side, his better angel. 
His blessing and his guard. 

Lady J, G, Why came we hither ? 
Why was I ,drawn to this unlucky place. 
This Tower, so often stain'd with royal blood } 
Here the fourth Edward's helpless sons were mur- 

der'd. 
And pious Henry feH by ruthless Glo'ster : 
Is this the place allotted for rejoicing } 
The bower adom*d to keep our nuptial feast in } 
Methinks suspicion and distrust dwell here. 
Staring with meagre forms thro' grated windows 
Death lurks within, and unrelenting punishment : 
Without grim danger, fear, and fiercest power 
Sit on the rude old towers, and Gothic battlements j 
While horror overlooks the dreadful wall, 
And,frowns on aU around. 

GuU. In safety here. 
The ioi^ o* th* council have this nK)m decreed 



N 
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To meet^ and with united care support 

The feeble tottering state. To thee, my princess^ 

Whose royal veins are rich in Henry's blood. 

With one consent the noblest heads are bow'd t 

From thee thy ask a sanction to tiieir counsels. 

And from thy healing hand expect a cure. 

For England's loss in Edward. 

Lady J. G. How ! from me ! 
Alas ! my lord — But sure thou mean'st to mock me ? 

Guil, No 5 by the love my faithful heart is full of! 
But see, thy mother, gracious Suffolk, comes 
To intercept my story : she shall tell thee j 
For in her look I read the laboring thought^ 
What vast event thy fate is now disdoaing. 

Enter the Duchess op Suffolk. 

Duchess S. No more complain^ indulge thy tears- 
no more, 
lliy pious grief has giv'n the grave its due: 
Let thy heart kindle with the highest hopes > 
Expand thy bosom, let thy soul enlarged^ 
Make room to entertain the coming glory !^ 
For majesty and purple greatness court thee f 
Homage and low subjection wait : a crown^ 
That makes the princes of the earth like gods ; 
A crown, my daughter, England's crown attends^ 
To bind thy brows with ifs imperial wreathe 

L<idy J. G, Amazement chills my veins ! What 
says my mother ? 

Duchess S. 'Tis heaven*s decree > for our expiring 
Edward, 
When now, just struggling to his native skies, 
£v*n on the verge of heav'n, in sight of angels. 
That hover*d round to waft him to the stars. 
Even then declared my Jane for his successor. 

Lady J, G, Could Edward do this } could the dy- 
ing saint 
Bequeath his crown to me ? Oh ! fatal bounty I 
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To me ! but 'tis impossible ! We dream. 
A thousand and a thousand bars oppose me^ 
Else in my way> and intercept my passage. 
Ev*n you^ my gracious mother^ what must you be. 
Ere I can be a queen ? 

Duchess S, That, and that only^ 
Thy mother 5 fonder of that tender name^ 
Than all the proud additions pow'r can give. 
Yes, I will give up all my share of greatness. 
And live in low obscurity for ever. 
To see thee raised, thou darling of my heart. 
And fix*d upon a throne. But see : thy ^Bither, 
Northumberland, with all the council, come 
To pay their vow'd allegiance at thy feet. 
To kneel, and call thee queen. 

Lady J, G, Sup{)ort me, Guilford 3 
Give me thy aid ; stay thou my Anting soul. 
And help me to repress this growing danger. 

^ Enter Suffolk^ Northumberland, Lord9> and -. 
others of the Privy Council. 

North, Hail, sacred princess, sprung from ancient 
kings. 
Our England's dearest hope, undoubted offspring 
Of York and Lancaster's united line ; 
By whose bright zeal, bjkwhose victorious faith^ 
Guarded and fenc'd around our pure religion. 
That lamp of truth which shines upon our altars. 
Shall lift its golden head, and flourish long 5 
Beneath whose awful rule, and righteous sceptre. 
The plenteous years shall roll in long succession -, 
Law shall prevail, and ancient right take place. 
Fair liberty shall lift her cheerful head, 
Fearless of tyranny and proud oppression ; 
No sad complaining in our streets shall cry. 
But justice shall be exercised in mercy. 
Hail, royal Jane ! behold, we bend our knees, 

IThey kneel 
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The ple(]ge of honiage^ and thy land's obedience > 
With humblest duty thus we kneel^ and own thee 
Our liege> oiu: sovereign lady^ and our queen. 

Ladu J, G. Oh^ rise^ 
My father^ rise ! [To Suff. 

And you, my father, too ! [ jTo North. 

Rise, all, nor cover me with this confusion. [They rise. 
What means this mock, this masquing show of 

greatness ? 
Why do you hang these pageant glories on me> 
And dress me up in honours not my own ? 

North, The daughters of our late great master, 
Henry, 
Stand both by law excluded from succession* 
To make all iirm. 

And fix a power unquestiond in your hand, 
Edward, by will, bequeath'd his crown to you : 
And the concurring lords in council met. 
Have ratify'd the gift. 

Lady J. G, Are crowns and empire. 
The government and safety of mankind. 
Trifles of such light moment, to be left 
Like some rich toy, a ring, or £GLncy*d gem. 
The pledge of parting friends ? Can kings do thus,. 
And give away a people for a legacy } 

North, Forgive me, princely lady, if my wonder 
Seizes each sense, eadi faculty of mind. 
To see the utmost wish the great can form, 
A crown, thus coldly met : A crown, which slighted^ 
And left in scorn by you, shall soon be sought. 
And find a joyful wearer ; one, perhaps. 
Of blood unkindred to your royal hona^ 
And fix its glories m another line. 

Lady J, G. Where art thou now, ibaa ^ntpa§ 
my cares I [j^rHmg to Gvfl^ 

Come to my akl, and help to bear tUa bind0D' 
Oh ! save me from this sorrow, this wAi^ 
Which in the sh^pe of gorgeooB gwatappi 
To crown, and make a wretch %dvutiat 
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Guil. Thou weep*st^ my queen^ and haDg*st thy 
droopmg h€»d^ 
Like noddmg poppies^ hea\y with the rain^ 
That bow their weary necksy and bend to earth. 
See, by thy side, thy Mthful Guilford stands, 
Prepar'd to keep distress and danger from thee^ 
To wear thy sacred cause upon his sword. 
And war against the world in thy defence. 

North, Oh ! stay this inauspicious stream of tears. 
And cheer your people with one gracious smile. 
Nor comes your fate in such a dreadful form 
To bid you shun it. Turn those sacred eyes 
On the bright prospect empire spreads before you. 
Methinks 1 see you seated on the throne j 
Beneath your feet, the kingdom^s great degrees 
In bright confusion shine, mitres and coronets. 
The various ermine, and the glowing purple j 
Assembled senates wait with awful dread. 
To 'firm your high commands, and make them fate. 

Lady J, G. You turn to view the painted side of 
royalty. 
And cover all the cares that lurk beneath. 
Is it, to be a queen, to sit aloft. 
In solemn, dull, uncomfortable state. 
The flatter'd idol of a servile court ? 
Is it to draw a pompous train along, 
A pageant, for the wond'ring crowd to gaze at } 
Is it, in wantonness of power to reign. 
And make the world subservient to my pleasure > 
Is it not rather, to be greatly wretched. 
To watch, to toil, to take a sacred charge. 
To bend each day before high heav'n, and own. 
This people hast thou trusted to my hand. 
And at my hand, I know, thou shalt require them } 
Alas, Northumberland ! — ^My ^Either ! — Is it not 
To live a Hfe of care, and when I die. 
Have more to answer for before my Judge, 
Jlian any of my subjects } 
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Duch68s S. Ev'ry state^ 
Allotted to the race of man below. 
Is, in proportion, doom'd to taste some sorrow^ 
Nor is the golden wreath on a king*s brow 
Exempt from care -, and yet, who would not bear it > 
Think on the monarchs cf om* royal race. 
They liv'd not for themselves : how many blessings^ 
Kow many lifted hands shall pay thy toil, 
' for thy people's good thou happ'ly borrow 
ome portions from the hours of rest, and wake 
o give the world repose ! 
Suff. Behold, we stand upon the brink of ruin. 
And only thou canst save us. Persecution, 
That fiend of Rome and hell^ prepares her tortures ^ 
See where she comes in Mary's priestly train ! 
Still wilt thou doubt ; till thou behold her stalk. 
Red with the blood of martyrs, and wide wasting 
O'er England's bosom? All the mourning year 
Our towns shall glow with unextinguish'd fires ; 
Our youth on racks shall stretch their crackling 

bones; 
Our babes shall sprawl on consecrated spears ^ 
Matrons and husbands, with their new«bom in&nts. 
Shall burn promiscuous ; a continu'd peal 
Of lamentations, groans, and shrieks^ shall sounds 
Through all our purple ways, 

Guil, Amidst that ruin. 
Think thou behold'st thy Guilford's head laid low 
Bloody and pale ■ 

I^adif J, G, Oh ! spare the dreadful imase ! 
Guii, Oh ! would the misery be boimded ihere^ 
My life were little; but the rage'of Rovne 
Demands whole hecatombs, a land of victans* 
With Superstition comes that other fiends 
That bane of peaQ(e> of arts and virtofc T 
That foe of justice^ soomer of afli.li 
That beasts which tiunkswwnfciiM 
And made by heay*n to bQ • ni( 
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That heaviest curse of groaning nations* tyranny^ 
Mary shall^ by her kindred Spain^ be taught 
To bend our necks beneath a brazen yoke^ 
And rule o'er wretchea with an iron sceptre. 

Lady J, 6. Av^ that judgment^ heav'n ! 
Whatever thy providence allots for me^ 
In mercy spare my <»untiy. 

Guil, Oh, my queen ! 
Does not thy great, thy generous Inart relent^ 
To think this land, for liberty so ^un'd, b 
Shall have her towery front at once laid low. 
And robb'd of all its glory ? Oh ! my country ! 
Oh ! &irest Albion ! empress of the deep. 
How have thy noblest sons, with stubborn valour^ 
Stood to the last, dy*d many a field in blood. 
In dear defence of birth-right and their laws ! 
And shall those hands which fought the cause of 

freedom. 
Be manacled in base imworthy bonds : 
Be tamely yielded up, the spoil, the slaves 
Of hair-brain'd zeal, and cruel coward priests ! 

Lady J. G, Yes, my lov*d lord, my soul is mov'cl 
like thine. 
At ev*ry danger which invades our England j 
My cold beajrt kindles at the great occasion. 
And could be more than man in her defence. 
But where is my commission to redress ? 
Or whence my pow'r to save ? Can Edward's will. 
Or twenty met in council, make a queen ? 
Can you, my lords, give me the power to canvas 
A doubtful title with king Henry's daughters ? 
Where are the rev'rend sages of the law. 
To guide me with their wisdoms, and point oiit 
The paths which right and justice bid me treiad } 

North, The judges all attend, and will at Idusiire^ . 
Resolve you ev'ry scruple. 

Lady J. G, They eiqiound 5 
But where are those, 1&7 lord> thai; miake tfie'^^l' ' 
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Where are the ancient honours of the realm. 
The nobles, with the mitred &thers join*d ? 
The wealthy commons solemnly assembled? 
Where is that voice of a consenting people. 
To pledge the universal faith with mine. 
And call me justly queen ? 

North, Nor shall that long 
Be wanting to your wish. The lords and commons 
Shall, at your royal bidding, soon assemble. 
And with united homage own yom* title. 
Delay not then to meet the general wish, 
!3ut be our queen, be £ngland*s better angel. 
Nor let mistaken piety betray you 
To join with cruel Mary in our ruin t 
Her bloody faith commands her to destroy. 
And yours forbids to save. 

Guil, Oilr foes, already 
High in their hopes, devote us all to death : 
The dronish monks, the scorn and shame of manhood. 
Rouse and prepare once more to take |K)ssession, 
To nestle in their ancient hives again ; 
Agahi they furbish up their holy trumpery, 
Relicks and wooden wonder-working saints 
Whole loads of lumber and religious rubbish. 
In high procession mean to bring them back. 
And place the puppets in their shrines again : 
While those of keener malice, savage Bonner, 
And deep designing Grard'ner, dream of vengeance; 
Devour the blood of innocents, in hope 3 
Like vultures, snuff the daughter in the wind. 
And speed theii flight to havoc and the prey. 
Haste then, and save us, while 'tis given to sftve 
Your country, your religion. 

North, Save your friends ! 

Suff. Your £Either ! 

Duchess S. Mother ! 

Gtii/. HuBbaHdl 

Ladjf J. G. Ttkb imty cvowanftt 
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Invest me with this royal wretchedness ; 
Let me not know one happy minute more ; 
Let all my sleepless nights be spent in care^ 
My €iays be fix*d in tmnults and alarms ! 
If only I can save you, if my hte 
Has mark'd me out to be the public victim, 
I take the lot with joy. Yes, I will die 
For that eternal truth my faith is fix'd on,' 
And that dear native land which gave me birth. 

Guil, Wake ev*ry tuneful instrument to tell it^ 
And let the trumpet's sprightly note proclaim 
My Jane is England's queen ! Let the loud caniKXi 
In peals of thunder sp&ik it to Augusta ; 
Imperial Thames, catch thou the sacred sound. 
And roll it to the subject ocean down : 
Tell the old deep, and all thy brother floods. 
My Jane is empress of the wat'ry woild ! 

Lady J, G. Oh, Guilford ! what do we give up 
for glory ! 
iPor glory ! that's a toy I would not purchase ; 
An idle, empty bubble. But for England ! 
What must we lose for that ? Since then my fiUie 
Has forced this hard exchange upon my will, ; 
Let gracious heav'n allow me one request : 
For that blest peace in which I once did dwdl. 
For books, retirement, and my studious cell. 
For all those joys my happier days did proTe, 
For Flato, and his academic grove ; 
All that I ask, is, tho* my fortune frown^ 
And bury mie beneath this fatal crown ; 
Let that one good be added to my doom. 
To save this knd from tyranny and Rome. [£niai<!. 






•GBNB I.] LADT JANB OBEY. 39 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I. 



The Tower. 

Enter Pembroke and Gardiner. 

Gar. In an unlucky and accursed hour 
Set forth that traitor dvke, that proud Northumber-^ 

land» 
To draw his sword upon the side of heresy. 
And war against our Mary*s holy right : 
111 fortune fly before^ and pave his way 
'With disappointments, mischief, and defeat 3 
Do thoo, O holy Becket, the protector. 
The champion, and the martyr of our church. 
Appear, and once more own the cause of Rome : 
Beat down his lance, break thou his sword in battle> 
And cover foul rebeUioh with confusion. 

Pern. I saw him marchine at his army's head 3 
I mark'd him issuing thro* ue cUy gate 
In harness, all i^pointed^ as he pasrd 3 
And (for he wore his beaver up) oould read 
Upon his i^sage, horror and ^Bnay. 
No voice of dieerftd salutation ctof^d Mia i 
N<Hie wish'd his arms wlfjbt ttiivo, or iHMlf GfA 

speed him 3 
But thrcxig^ a staring jg^kady lodUiMr i 
UnhaflU mMesB'd, wffii hovfy kspi 
As if his traitor iiitlMi's YmgfgmAm 
And Someisetj fresh UBaiqT 
On either hand hid adM^ 



4f^ ^iUIT> JAM G-UMX^ tA«W nv 

Gar, Nor shall the holy vengeance loiter long. 
At Farmingham^ in Suffolk, lies the queen^ 
Mary, our pious mistress : where each day 
The nobles of the land, and swarming populace. 
Gather, and 'list beneath her royal ensigns. 
The fleet, commanded by Sir Thomas Jemingham^. 
Set out in warlike manner to appose her. 
With one consent have join'd to own her cause : 
The valiant Sussex, and Sir Edward Hastings^. 
With many more of note,, are up in arms^ 
And all declare for her. 

Pern. The citizens> 
Who 4ield the noble Somerset right dear,. 
Hate this aspiring Dudley and his race. 
And would upon the instant join t*c^pose him ; 
Could we but draw some of the lords o*th* council 
T* appear among them. 
For that purpose, ^ - 

To thee, as to an oracle, I come. 

Gar. Since the proud duke set out, I have had 
conference. 
As fit occasion serv*d with divers of them. 
The Earl of Arundel, Mason, and Cheyney, 
And find them aU disposed as we could ask. 
By holy Mary, if I count aright. 
To-day the better part shall leave ^his phice. 
And ra^et at Baynard's castle in the city 5 
There own our sovereign's title, and defy 
Jane and her gospel crew. But hie you hence I 
This place is still within our foes^' command. 
Their puppet-queen reigns here. 

Enter an Officer with a Guard. 

Offi, Seize on them both. 

[Guards seize Pembroke and Gardineitv. 
My lord, you are a pris'ner to the state. 
Pern, Ha ! ty whose order > 



ttCBNB I.] LADT JANE ORET* 41 

Cgffi. By the queen's command, 
Sign'd and ddiver*d by Lord Guilford Dudley. 

Pern. Curse on his traitor's heart ! 

Gar, Rest you contented : 
You have loiter*d here too long; but use your pa- 
tience. 
These bonds shall- not be lasting. 

Offi, As for you, sir, [To Gabdineb. 

'Tis the queen's pleasure you be dose confin*d : 
YouVe us*d that fair permission was allow'd you^ 
To walk at large within the tower, unworthily. 
Tou*re noted for an over-busy meddler, 
A secret practiser against the state ; 
For whidi, henceforth, your limits shall be straiter. 
Hence, to your chamber ! 

Gar, Farewell, gentle Pembroke ; 
I trust that we shall meet on blither terms : 
HU then, amongst my beads I will remember you^ 
And give you to the keeping of the saints. 

{Exeunt part of the Guabds with Gabdineb. 

Pern. Now, whither must I go ? 

Offi. This way, my lord. \Gomg off. 

Enter Guilfobd. 

GuiU Hold, captain ! ere you go^ I have a word 
or two 
For this your noble piis*ner. 

Offi, At your pleasure : 
I know my duty, and attend your lordship. 

[The Officer and Guards retirt to ihefar^ 
thest part of the stage, 
GuU. Is all the gentleness that was betwixt us 
So lost, so swept away from thy remembraiice^ 
Thou canst not look upon me? 

Pern, Ha! not look! 
What terrors are there in the Dudley's race. 
That Pembroke dares not took ^IpQii vcA «»srDL\ 

»2 
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And yet> 'tis true^ I would not look upon thee » 
Our eyes avoid ta look on what we haXe, 
As well as what we fear. 

Guil. You hate me, then ! 

Pern, I do. 

Guil. And yet ; as sure as rage disturbs thy reasoq^ 
And masters all the noble nature in thee. 
As sure as thou hast wrong'd me, I am come 
In tenderness of friendship to preserve thee 5 
To plant ev'n all the power I have before thee. 
And fence thee from destruction with my life. 

Pern. Friendship from thee! But my just sotd 
disdains thee. 
Hence ! take tfcie prostituted bauble back. 
For none but fools wiU praise the tinsel toy. 
But tiiou art come perhaps to vaunt thy greatness ; 
To let me know that Guilford is a king. 
That he can speak the word, and give me freedom^ 
Oh, short-liv*d pageant ! hadst thou aU the pow-r 
"W^hich thy vain soul would grasp at, I would die. 
Rot in a dungeon, ere receive a grace. 
The least, the meanest courtesy, from thee. 

Guil, Oh, Pembroke ! but I have not time to talk. 
For danger presses, danger unforeseen. 
And secret as the shaft that flies by night. 
Is aiming at thy life. Captain, a word ! 

[ro the Officer, 
I take your prisoner to my proper charge 5 
Draw off your guard, and leave his sword with me, 
IThe Officer delivers the sword to Jjonp 
Guilford, and goes out with his GvAtti}~^ 
Lord Guilford offering the sword to 
Pembroke. 
Receive this gift, ev*en from a rival's hand 5 
Oh, take thy sword 5 and let thy valiant hand 
Be ready arm'd to guard thy noble life : 
The time^ the danger^ and thy wild impqutifitiiee. 
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Forbid me all to enter into speech with thee^ 
Or I could tell thee 

Pern. No, it needs not, traitor ! 
For all thy poor, thy little arts are known. 
Thou fear' St my vengeance, and art come to fawn. 
To make a merit of that profiFer'd freedom. 
Which, in despite of thee, a day shall give me. 
Nor can my fate depend on thee, false Guilford j 
For know, to thy confusion, ere the sun 
Twice gild the east, our royal Mary comes 
To end thy pageant reign, and set me free. 

GuiL Ungrateful and unjust ! Hast thou them 
known me 
So little, to accuse my heart of fear ? 
Hast thou forgotten Musselborough*s field ? 
Did I then fear, when by thy side I fought. 
And dyM my maiden sword in Scottish blood I 
But this is madness all. 

Pern. Give me my sword. [Taking his sword. 

Perhaps, indeed, I ^vrong thee. Thou hast thought j 
And, conscious of the injury thou hast done me. 
Art come to proffer me a soldier's justice. 
And meet my arm in single op|)OBition. 
Lead then, and let me follow to the field. 

Guil, Yes, Pembroke, thou shalt satisfy thy Yen* 
geance. 
And write thy bloody purpose on my bosom. 
But let death wait to-day. By our past friendflhip» 
In honour's name, by ev'ry sacred tie, 
I beg thee ask no more, but haste froon hence; 

Pern. What mystic meaning luikfl beneath i^ 
words? 
What fear is this, which thou wouldrt sm qy |0|||t 

with? 
Is there a danger Pembroke dares not i^^l 

Guil. Oh, spare my tongue a talia jgf 
honor : 
Trust me this once : bdieven»t|^||l(HJ^|l 



«■ 
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Thy safety and thy life is all I seek. 
Away. 

Pern, Curse on this shufflings dark> ambiguous 
phrase ! 
If thou wouldst have me think thoumean*stmefiEdrly^ 
Speak with that plainness honesty delights in^ 
And let thy double tongue for once be true. 

Guil, Forgive me filial piety and nature^ 
If thus compell*ds I break your sacred laws. 
Reveal my father's crime, and blot with in&my 
The hoary head of him who gave me being. 
To save tiie man, whom my soul loves, fiiDm death, 

[Giving a paper. 
Read there the fatal purpose of thy foe, 
A thought which wounds my soul with shame and 

horror ! 
Somewhat that darkness should have hid for ever. 
But that thy life — Say, hast thou seen that character ? 

Pem. I know it well ; the hand of proud North- 
umberland, 
Directed to his minions. Grates and Palmer. 
What's this? 

[Reads.] Remember, wUhyour closest rare, to observe 
those whom I named to you at parting; especially keep 
your eye upon the Earl of Pembroke ; as his power and 
interest are most considerable, so his opposiHom wili be 
most fatal to us. Remember the resolution was taken, ^ 
you shouldfind him inclined to our enemies. The forms 
of justice are tedious, and delays are dangerous. If 
he falters, lose not iht sight of him tiU your daggeri 
have reached his heart. 
My heart ! Oh, murd'rous villain ! 

GuU, Since he parted. 
Thy ways have all been watch'd, thy steps been 

mark*d; 
Thy secret treaties with the malcontents 
That harbour in the city ; thy conferring 
With Gardiner here in the Tower 3 all is known > 
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And^ in pursuance of that bloody mandate^ 
A set of chosen ruffians wait to end thee : 
There was but one way left me to preserve thee 5 
I took it 3 and this morning sent my warrant 
To seize u|)on thy person But begone ! 

Pew. 'Tis so — 'tis truth — I see his honest heart — 

Guil. I have a friend of well try'd faith and courage. 
Who, with a fit disguise, and arms conceal'd. 
Attends without to guide thee hence with safety. 

Pern. What is Northumberland? And what art 
thou ^ 

Gull, Waste not the time. Away ! 

Pern. And can I leave thee. 
Ere I have clasp'd thee in my eager arms. 
And giv*n thee back my sad repenting heai t ? 
Eelieve me, Guilford, like the patriarch*s dove, 

[Emhradng,. 
It wander'd forth, but found no resting place. 
Till it came home again to lodge with thee. 

GuH, What is there that my soul can more desire. 
Than these dear marks of thy returning friendship f 

The danger comes ^If you stay longer here. 

You die, my Pembroke. 

Pern, Let me stay and die : 
For if I go, I go to work thy ruin. 
Thou know*8t hot what a foe thou send'st me fortlijj. 
That I have sworn destruction to the queen. 
And pledg*d my faith to Mary and her cause : 
My honour is at stake* 

Guil. I know 'tis given. 
But go — ^the stronger thy engagements fherci 
The more's thy danger here. There la a-Power^ - 
Who sits above the stars ; in him I trust j 
All, that I have, his bounteous hand beatdw*d.i; - «^ ' 
And he, that gave it, can preserve it to me^ •< •«> ^ 
But fly ! begone ! 

Pern. Ye8,IwiUgo-Tlbr,see! bebaU irtioilMi 
Oh^ Guilford! hide me^ shield SMfkqBI tat' d^ 
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Every mad passion kindles up again, 
Loveu nige, despair— and yet I will be master— 
I will remember thee— Oh, my torn heart ! 
I have a thousand thousand things to say, 
Sut cannot, dare not, stay to look on her. 

[Exeunt Guilfobd and Pembroke. 

Enter Lady Jane, reading. 

Lady J, G. *Tis false ! The thinking soul is some- 
what more 
Than symmetry of atoms weU dispos*d. 
The harmony of matter. Farewell else 
The hope of all hereafter, that new life. 
That separate intellect, which must survive. 
When this fine frame is mouldered into dust* 

Enter Guilford. 

Guil. What read*st thou there, my queen ? 

Lady J. G. 'Tis Plato's Fhaedon; 
Where dying Socrates takes leave of life. 
With such an easy, careless, calm indifiference^ 
As if the trifle were of no account. 
Mean in itself, and only to be worn 
In honour of the giver. 

Guil. Shall thy soul 
Still scorn the world, still fly the joys that court 
Thy blooming beauty, and thy tender youth > 
Still shall she soar on contemplation's wing. 
And mix with nothing meaner than the stars ; 
As heaven and immortality alone 
Were objects worthy to employ her faculties ? 

Lady J. G. Bate but thy truth, what is there her^ 
below 
Deserves the least regard } Is it not time 
To bid our souls look out, explore hereafter. 
And seek some better sure abiding place ; 
When all around our gathering foes come on. 
To dnve^ to sweep us torn this world at once I «^ 
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Chill. Does any danger new- 



Lady J. 6. The Ruthless counsellors 
Are fled from hence to join the Princess Mary. 
The servile herd of courtiers, who so late 
In low obedience bent the knee before me 5 
They, who with zealous tongues, and hands uplifted^ 
Besought me to defend their laws and faith ; 
Vent their lewd execrations on my name. 
Proclaim me trait' ress now, and to the scaffold 
Doom my devoted head. 

GuiL The changeling villains ! 
That pray for slavery, fight for their bonds. 
And shun the blessing, Mberty, like ruin. 
But wherefore do I loiter tamely here ? 
Give me my arms : I wiU preserve my country, 
Ev'n in her own despite. Sonie friends I have. 
Who will, or die, or conquer in thy cause, 
Tiiine and religion's, thine and England's cause/ 

Lady J, G. Art thou not all my treasure, all my 
guard } 
And wilt thou take from me the only joy. 
The last defence is left me here below? 
Tliink not thy arm can stem the driving torrent^ 
Or save a people, who with blinded rage 
Urge their own ^te, and strive to be uidone. 
Northumberland, thy &ther, is in anna j 
And if it be in valour to defend us. 
His sword, that long has known the way to coiMiilCitj 
Shall be our smrest safety. 

Enter the Dukb or. Suffolk. 

Suff. Oh, my children ! 

Lady J. 6. Alas ! what means my fietther } 

Suff. Oh, my son. 
Thy £Kther, great Northumberland, on vhom 
Our dearest hopes were built 

GuU. Ha! What of him? 

Suff. Is lost ! betrayed ! 
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His army, onward as ke march'd^ shrunk from him^ 
Moulder'd away, and melted by his side -, 
Like falling hail thick strewn upon the ground^ 
Which, ere we can essay to coimt, is vanish*d. 
With some few followers he arrived at Cambridge j 
i£ut there ev'n they forsook him, and himself 
Was forc'd, with heavy heart and wat'ry eye. 
To cast his cap i^, with dissembled cheer. 
And cry, God save queen Mary. But, alas ! 
Little avail'd the semblance of that loyalty : 
For soon thereafter, by the Earl of Arundel, 
With treason he was chailg*d, and there arrested ; 
And now he biings him prisoner up to London. 

Lady J. G. Then there s aa end of greatness : the 
vain dream 
Of empire, and a crown that danc'd before me. 
With all those unsubstantial empty forms : 
Waiting in idle mockery around us ^ 
,^he gaudy masque, tedious, and nothing meai^ng. 
Is vaiiishM all at once Why, fare it wefl. 

Guil, And canst thou bear this sadden turn of fate. 
With such unshaken temper ? 

Lady J. G, Ibr myself. 
If I could form a wish for heav*n to grant. 
It should hav« been, to rid me of this crown. 
And thou, overruling, great, all knowing Power ! 
Thou, who discem*st our thoughts, who see*st them 

rising 
And forming in the soul ! Oh, judge me, thou. 
If e'er ambition's guilty fires have warm'd me. 
If e'er my heart inclined to pride, to power. 
Or join'd in being a queen. I took the sceptre 
To save this land, thy people, and thy altars : 
And now, behold, I bend my grateful knee, 

[Kneeling 
In humble adoration of ihat mercy. 
Which quits me of the vaM; unequal task. 
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Enter the Duchess of Suffolk. 

Duchess S, Nay^ ke^ that posture still and let us 
join. 
Fix all our knees by thine> lift up our hands. 
And seek for help and pity from above^ 
For earth and fidthless man will give us none. 

JLady J.^G* What is the ivorst our cruel late or- 
dains us ? 

Duchess- S. Curs'-d be my fatal counsels^ curs*d my 
tongue, . 
T^ {toidod for thy i<uiii> andpei^siiaded 
Thy guiltiesft feet to tread the pa^ of greatness ! 
My child-r*— Ihave undone tnee ! 

Lady J, G, Oh>.my mother I 
Should I not bear a portion in your sorrows ? 

Duchess S, Alas, thou hast thy own, a double 
portkHU • 
Mary is come, and the revolting Londoners, 
Who beat the heav*ns with thy applauded name. 
Now crowd to meet, and hail her afi (their queen. 
Sussex is enter*d here, commands the Tower, 
Has placed his guards around, andthis sad place. 
So late thy palaee; is beeome our {iriioa. < 
I saw him bend Ids knee to cnidl Crardiifer,'^ - 
Who, freed from Ms confinement^ im^oTmeet him, 
Embiac'd and Uess'd him with a hand of blood ; 
Each hast*ning mom«it I^cpeetrthem^here, y > 
To seize, and pass the doom of ^eath uf^m us. 

OwL Hal seizU! Shall thou be 8m*d? and shall 
I stand, . ^ 

And tamdy see thee borne awa^ to death > 
Thedi blastedbe mjf'GDwarddiane for ever. 
No, I will set m3^a&4o 0uard this^^Mit, 
To idiieh our narmw ^a^ifenowtoft^hrunk : i*. \ 

Here I will grow the bulwark of my queen, . :| 

Nor shall the handrof vtoknee-profiuiif «^ee, [ 

Until my breast have home a4iho«H»nAwqwpte> |l^ 
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mi this torn mangled body sink at once 
A heap of purple ruin at thy feet. 
Lady J. G. And could thy rash distracted rage do 
thus } 
Draw thy Tain sword against ah armed multitude^ 
Only to have my poor heart split with horror^ 
To see thee stabb'd and butcher'd here l>efbre me } 
Oh, call thy better nobler courage to thee. 
And let us meet this adverse &tewith patience? 
Greet our insulting feies with equal tempers. 
With even brows, and souls secure of death : 
Here stand unmoV'd; as once the Roman seimte 
Recdv'd fierce Bremius, and the conquering Gauls, 
Till e*en the rude barbarians stood amaz*d 
At such superior virtue. Be thyself. 
For see this trial comes ! 

Enter Sussex, Gabdiner, Officers, and Soldiers. 

Su$8. Guards, execute your orders; seize die trai- 
tors: 
Here iny commission ends. To you, my lord, 

[To Gardiner. 
So i>ur great mistress, royal Mary, bids, 
I leave the full disposal of the pris'ners ! 
To your wise care the pious queen commends 
Her sacred self, iier crown, and what*s yet more. 
The holy Roman church > f^r whose dear safety. 
She wills your utmost diligence be shown. 
To bring rebellion to the bar of justice. 
Yet &rther, to proclaim how much she trusts 
In Winchester*s deep thought, and well try'd faith. 
The seal attends to grace those reverend hands ; 
And when I next saSite you, I must call you 
Chief minister land diancellor ai England. 

Gar: Unnumber*d blessings fUl upon her head. 
My ever-gracious lady ! to remembar 
With such fiill bounty her <Ad humble beadsman ! 
For these, her foes^ leave i&e to deal with them. 
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Suss. The queen is on her entrance^ and expects 
me : 
My lord^ ferewell. 

Gar. Farewell^ right noble Sussex ; 
Commend me to the queen's grace; say her Udding 
Shall be observ*d by her most lowly creature. 

lExU Sussex. 
Lieutenant of the Tower^ take hence your pris*ners : 
Be it your care to see tiiem kept apart. 
That they may hold no commerce with each otha?» 

Lculy «/• G. That stroke was unexpected. 

Gtw^. Wilt thou part us? 

Gar. I hold no speech with heretics and traitors. 
Lieutenant^ see my orders are obeyed. [Exit Gar. 

GuiL Inhuman, monstrous, unexampled cruelty ! 
Oh, tyrant ! but the task becomes thee well ; 
Thy savage temper joys to do death's office 5 
To tear the sacred bands of love asunder. 
And part those hands which heav*n itself hath join'd. 

Duchess S. To let us waste the little rest of life 
Together, had been merdfiil. 

Suff. Then it had not 
Been done like \^nchester. 

Guil. Thou stand*st umnov*d ; 
Calm temper sits upon thy beauteous brow ; 
Thy eyes^ that flow*4 so fost for Edward's loss> 
Gaze unecHicem'd upon the ruin round thee ; 
As if thou hadst resolved to brave thy fate> 
And triumph in the midst of desolation. 
Ha ! see^ it swells ; the liquid crystal rises^ 
It starts, in spite of thee^ — but I will catch it ^ 
Nor let the earth be wet with>dew so rich. 

Lady J. G. And dost thou thinks my Guilford^ I 
can see 
My father^ mother^ and ev'n tliee my husband^ 
Torn from my side without a pang of sorrow } 
How art thou thus unknowing in my heart ! 
Wordff cannot tell thee what I feel. Tosses S& 
An agoaiTong sofltness busy liete. 
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That tagB tbe^firti^ tb«t struggles tc>get loosei 
And poor my soul in wailings oat beforf thee. 

GuU. Give way^ and let the giiibii^'tQReiii.€Pllie; 
Behold the tears we bri^ to swdl theddiige^ 
TQl the flood rise upon thegiulty worlds 
And make the min common* 

Lady J, G, Guilford^ no : 
The time for tender thoughts and soft.endeannmtt 
Is fled away and gone ? joy -has forsaken us | 
Our hearts have now another part to play ; 
They must be steeled with some uncommon fortitude^ 
That^ fearless^ we may tread the path of homour | 
And^ in despite of fortune and our foes^ 
Ev'n in the hour of deaths be more than conq*ror8, 

GuU, Ohj teacb me \ e&y, what energy divine 
Inspires thy softer sex^ and tender years^ 
With such unshaken courage ? 

Lady J. G. Truth and innocence $ 
A conSdous knowledge rooted in my hearty 
That to have sav*d my country was my duty. 
Yes, England, yes, my country, I woiild save thee ; 
But heav*n forbids, heav'n disallows my weakness. 
And to some dear selected hero's hand 
Reserves the glory of thy great deliverance. 

Lieut My lords, my orders——— 

Guil, See ! we must^^must part. 

Lady J« 6. Yet surely we'shall meet again. 

Guil. Oh ! Where ? 

Lady J. G, If not on earth, among yon goldei 
stars. 
Where other suns arise on^ther earths. 
And happier beings rest^on happier seats : 
Where with a reach eiilarg*4, our souls shall view 
The great Creator's never-ceasing hand 
Pour forth new worlds to all eternity. 
And people the infinity of space, 

Guil. Fain ^ould I cheer my heart with h(^>es like 
^liese; 
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B«t xay md dioughts turn mr to the grave ; 
To that laat ivn^mg, wfeither norvTwe haate ; 
Where the black mSfo^ehall ivMjpcf^ tiMxt m. 
And fdl thee iWrnK^ese longing ejeftf^ ever. 
Xcufy J. G, "Us true^ bf those dafii paSbn oat 
journey leads^ - 

And tiirongh^the veil of death we peas to life? 
But what is there in death to blast onr hopes ? , 
BeAtold Hie vkiivenlal works of ttatiire> 
Where lifis still springs from death. To us the son 
Dies eVry nighty and ev*ry mom reTitea : 
The flow'rs, which winter's icy hand destro/d^ 
Lift thdar lidr heads> and live again in spring. 
Mark^ tvith what hopes upon the fbrrow'd plain. 
The eareM plowman casts tiie pregnant grain ; 
There hid^ as in a grave, a wyie it U^^ . 
TiU the revolving season bids it lise; 
TiU nature's genial pow'rs conmiand a birth j 
And potent call it firom the teeming earth: 
Hien lajfge increase the bury*d treasures yidd^ 
And with fidl harvest oown the plenteous fiekL 

[Exeunt HveraQi^ wM GvAbds. 



ACT THE RFTH; 

iSOBNB I. 

fhM Tower. 
Enter GaebinbBj as L&rd Chancelhr, and the Libit* 

TBNAKT OF THB ToWEB. SeBVANTB With l^iht$ 

before them, 

Ideui. Qood morning to your lotdsh^i ; yon rise 
early. 

»9 
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Gar. Nay^ by the rood, there are too ma^y sle^iers ^ 
Some must stir evly, or the state shall suffer* 
Did you, as yesterday our mandate bade. 
Inform your pris'ners. Lady Jane and Guilfbn^,. 
They were to die this day ? 

Lieut My lord, I did. 

Gar. *Tis welL But say, how ^d your message 
like them? 

Lieut. My lord, they met the summons .with, a 
temper 
That showed a solemn, serious sense of death, 
Mix*d with a noble soom of all its terrors. 
In short, they heard me with the self-same patience 
With which they still have bocne them in their prison. 
In one request they both conciurr*d : each b^g*d. ' 
To die befbre the other. 

Gar. That dispose 
As thou think fitting. 

Lieut. The lord Guilford only 
Implor*d another boon and urg'd it warmly r 
That ere he suffer'd he might see his wife. 
And take a last farewell. 

Gar. That's hot much ; 
Tnat grace may be allow'd him. See you to it. 
How goes the monilng? 

Lieut. Not yet four, my lord. 

Gar. By ten they meet their fate. Yet one thing 
more. 
You know 'twas order'd that the Lady Jane 
Should suflfer here within the Tow'r. Take care 
No crowds may be let in, no maudlin gazers 
To wet their handkerchiei^s, and make report 
How like a saint she ended. Some fit number. 
And those too of our friends, were most convenient : 
But, above all, see that good guard be kept : 
You know the queen is lodg'd at present here. 
Take care /that no-disturbance reach her highness. 
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And so good mornings good master Lieutenant. 

[Exit LixUTBKANT^ 

How now ! What light comes here > 

Ser. So please your lordship^ 
If I mistake not^ 'tis the Earl of Pembroke. 

Gar. Pembroke ! — *Tis he : What calls him forth 
thus early? 
Somewhat he seems to bring of high import ; 
Some flame uncommon kindles up his soul^ 
And flashes forth impetuous at his eyed. 

Enter Pembroke ^ a Page with a light before him^ 

Good-morrow^ noble Pembroke ! What importunate 
And strong necessity breaks on your sluml:^^ 
And rears your youUiM head from off your pillow> 
At this unwholesome hour } 

Pern. Oh^rev'rend Winchester! my beating heart 
Exults and labours with the joy it bears : 
The news I bring shall bless the breaking monu 

Gar. What happiness is this I 

Pern, 'Tb mercy, mercy, - 
Mary, our royal, eVer-gracious mistress^^ 
If as to my services and humblest prayers 
Granted the lives of Guilford and his wife } > 

Full and free pardon ! . 

Gar, Ha ! What said you } Pardon ! 
But sure you cannot mean it 5 could not urge 
The queen to such a rash and ill-tim*d grace ? 
What, save the lives of those who wore her crown 
My lord, *tis most unweigh'd, pernicious counsel^ 
And must not be compl/d with. 

Pern, Not comply'd with ! 
And who shall dare to bar her sacred pleasure. 
And stop the stream of mercy } 

Gar. That will 1 5 
Who will not see her gracious disposition 
Drawn to destroy herself. 

Pern, Thy narrow soul 
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Knows not the gocU&e gknry of iorgf^viMg : 
Nor can thy eoLd^ thy ruthkss heart conceive^ 
How large the power^ how fix'd the en^iire iSj 
Whi<^l:Nenefit8Conforoagpsnsroasininds. . . 
Gar. These are romantic^ %ht^ Tain-gloriovs 

Ha^e you consider'd well upon the danger } 
How dear to th^fbnd many, and how^ popular 
These are whom you wxmld spat^l Ba^e yov fin^got. 
When at thehu^ befibretiies^of.jiidgaieiit^ . .^ 
This Lady Jone^ this beauteous trait*ress» stoodj, 
Witli what command she charm'dthe wholeassemMy } 
Wilii silent gne£ themouiaful audieooa^ saty - 
Fix'd on her iace> {|nd^li8t\iin^\to her plmdUi^,'^ ... ■ 
Qer Tei7 judges wiwig dieir hands, fbr 'pity*!^ 
Thefa* M hearts melted in them as she spoke. 
And teara.ruL down ^^h their silver beards/ 

Fdt wnUJisu^endad inihy doubtttil-l^wt^- > 
And question'd if the voioe I Jieavdwa]^ mortal. 
But when her tale was done, what loud" appkose. 
Like burstSfOf thunder, shook the spacious'haK I 
At last^ what sore constffsfai'd, iStk^ uawiUing lords 
Fronoun^'d the fiital sentence on her life 5 - 
A peal of groans ran through the crowded oourt. 
As ev'ry heart was broken, and the doom. 
Like th§t which<waits, the world, wereuniv^sal; 

Pern, And can that sacred form, titatangel'S; voice,, 
Which mov*d Hit hearts of a rude mtiiless crowd. 
Nay, mov'd ey*n thine, now sue in vain for pity } 

Gar, Alas> you look on. her with lover's eyes : 
I hear and see through reasonable organs, 
Where-passioi) has. no part. Come, come, my Jord> 
You have too little of th& statesman in you. 

Pern. And you, my lord, too little of the church- 
man* 
Is not the sacred purpose of our &ith 
Peace and good-will to man^. Thjti^aUaw'd hand^ 
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Ordain'd to bless^ should know no stain of blood. 
*Tis true> I am not practised in your politics ; 
*Twas your pernicious counsel led the queen 
To break her promise with the men of Suffolk, 
To violate^ what in a prince should be 
Sacred above the rest, her royal word. 

Gar, Yes, and I dare avow it : I advis'd her 
To break through all engagements made with hereticsy 
And keep no faith with such a miscreant crew. 

Pern. Where shall we seek for truths when ev*a 
religion. 
The priestly robe and mitred head, disclaim it > 
But thus bad men dishonour the best cause. 
I tell thee, Winchester, doctrines like thine 
Have stain'd our holy church with greater infamy^ 
Than all your eloquence can wipe away. 

Gar, Nay, if you rail, farewell. The queen must be 
Better advis'd, than thus to cherish vipers, 
AVhose mortal stings are arm'd against her Hfe. 
But while I hold the sea^ no pardon passes 
For heretics and traitors. lExU Gabdinbr^ 

Pern, 'Twas unlucky 
To meet and cross upon this froward priest : 
But let me lose the thought on't -, let me haste. 
Pour my glad tidings forth in Guilford's bosom. 
And pay hun back the life his friembhip sav'd. ^Exit 
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The Lady Jane kneeling, as at her devotion; a light 
and a book placed on a table before her. Enter 
Lieutenant of the Tower, Lord Guilford^ 
and two female Attendants. 

Lieut, Let me not press upon your lordship fiairtherj 
But wait your leisure in the antichamber. 

GuU. I will not hold you long. [Eti^ Lieutenant. 
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1 Warn. Sofdy, mj lord */ 
For yet^bdliddshekneds. Befove the night 
Had readi'd her middle spaoe^ she kft her bedj 
And wilh a pleasing, sober dieeriiiloMS, 
As for her ftineral^ array'd herself 
In those sad solemn weeds. Since theaher knee - 
Has known that posture only^ and her eye^ . 
Or fix*d upon the sacred page before her^ 
Or lifted^ with her rising hopes^ to heav'n. 

GuU. 8e%y with whc£ zeal those holy haoda are 
rear*d ! 
Mark her vermilion lip> withforrour trembling; 
Her spotless bosom swells with sacred ardour^ 
And bums with ecstacy and strong devotion ; 
Her supjdication sweet, her fiiithfol vows 
Fragrant and pure^ and grateful to high heaven^ 
Like incense from the golden censer rise ; 
Or blessed angels minister unseen^ 
Catch the soft soui\ds^ and with alternate office^ 
Spread their ambfCNriai ^«m|^, then mount with joy^ 
And waft them upwards to the throne of grace. - 
But she has ended, and comes forwrord. 

PLiADY Jane rises, and comes towards thefroAi 
of the SiageJ] 

LadyJ.G. Ha! 
Art thou my Guilford ? Wherefore dost thou come 
To break the settled quiet of my soul } 
I meant to part without another pang. 
And lay my weary head down full of peace. 

Guti, Forgive the fondness of my longing soul> 
That melts with tenderness, and leans towsfds thee : 
Though the imperious, dreadful, voice of fajbs 
Summon her hence^ and warn her from the world* 
But if to see thy Guilford give thee pain^ 
* Would I had died^ and never more beheld thee : 
Th6ugh my lamenting discontented ghost 
Had wander'd forth imblest by those dear, eyes^ 
And Wttil*d thy loss in death*s eternal shades. 
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Lady J. G, My heart had ended «v*ry eartUy cvf^ 
And ofier*d up its pmy'rs for thee and Eng^and^ 
And fix*d its hopes upon a rpck unfiuling ; 
While all the little hus'ness^ that remaia*d^ 
Was. but to pass the forms of death and constancy^ 
And leave a life hefome indifferent to me. 
But thou haft waken*d other thoughts withia me ; 
Thy sighti my dearest husbiand and n^y lord. 
Strikes ou t}i^ tender, i^ciqgait c£)oy9.I4^ Wu^ : 
My vanquished, pasdons rise again, and tell me, 
Tis more^ &r-more than deatii to port from thee. 

Enter Pembroke. 

Pem. Oh, let me fly, bear me, thou swift impatience. 
And lodge me in my faithful 6uilfbrd*s arms ! 

lEmbracing, 
That I may warm his gentle he£^ veith joy, . 
And talk to him of life, of lifeimdipaidoii. . : 

Guil, What means mf dearest Pembrdka } ' 

Pem*}JMfL my ^^oech . 
Is chok*d with words th^ crowd to tell my tidingn! 
But I have^9ay*d tfaec^-^^bdrr-Oh, joy unutterable I 
The queen> myigracious, my forgiving mistress. 
Has given nntonly thee tO'.my request. 
But she, she toQ» in .whom alone thou liv*st. 
The partner of thy heart, .thy love is safe. 

GifiL Millions of blessings wait her Ir— Has she— 
tdl me,. . 
Gh, has she 8par*d my wife ? . 

Pern* Both, both are pArdon'd. 
But haste, and 'do thou lead me to thy saint. 
That I may cast myself beneath her« foet. 
And beg her to accept this poor amends 
For aH I've done against her— Thou fiur exceUeiioe, 

C^aslihoa forgive. the hos^ hand that anoa'd 
Agahist tity cause, and r6bb*d thee of a crown ? 

Lady J. O. Ok, .ijse my lord, and Ul xodt takib. 
__ yowr poetare. 
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Xife and the world are hardly worth my care^ 
But you have reconcil'd me to them both } 
Then let me pay my gratitude^ and for 
This free, this noble, unexpected mercy. 
Thus low. I bow to heav'n, the queen, and you. 

Pern, To me ! forbid it goodness ! 
All discord and remembrance of offence 
Shall be clean blotted out ; and for your freedom^ 
Myself have underta'en to be your surety. 

Enter Lieutenant of the Tower. 

Lieut, The lord chancellor 
Is come with orders from the queen. 

Enter Gardineb and Attendants. 

Pern. Ha ! Winchester ! 

Gar, The queen, whose days be many. 
By me confirms her first accorded grace ; 
But, as the pious princess means her mercy 
Should reach e*en to the soul as weU as body> 
By me she signifies her royal pleasure. 
That thou, I^ord Guilford, and the Lady Jane^ 
Do instantly renounce, abjure your heresy. 
And yield obedience to the see of Rome. 

Lady J. G, What ! turn apostate ? 

Gui, Ha ! forego my faith ! 

Gur, This one condition only seals your pardon : 
But if; through pride of heart, and stubborn obstinacy 
With wilful hands you push the blessing from yoii. 
And shut your eyes against such manifest light. 
Know ye, your former sentence stands confirm*d^ 
And you must die to-day. 

Pern, 'Tis false as hell : » 

The mercy of the queen was free and full' 
Think*st thou, that princes merchandize their grace. 
As Roman priests their pardons ? Do they barter^ 
Screw up, like you, the buyer to a price, 
^ad doubly sell \vhat was desigu'd a gift > 
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Gar. My lord, this language ill beseems your no- 
bleness j 
Nor come I here to bandy words with madmen. 
Behold the royal signet of the queen^ 
"NVhich amply speaks her meaning. You, the pris*ners> 
Have heard, at large its purport, and must instantly 
Resolve upon the choice of life or death. 

Pern. Oh! inhuman — ^But wherefore do I loiter 
here } 
ril to the queen this moment, and there know 
What 'tis this mischief-making priest intends. [^Exit, 

Gar. Your wisdom points you out a proper course ! 
A word, with you. Lieutenant. 

[Talks with the Lieutenant aside, 

Gail. Miist we part then ? 
What are those hopes that flattered us but now ; 
Those joys that, like the spring, with all its flow*rs^ 
Pour'd out their pleasures ev*ry where aroimd us ? 
In one poor minute gone 5 at once they withered. 
And left their place all desolate behind them 1 

Lady J. G. Such is this foolish worlds and sucb 
the uncertainty 
Of all the boasted blessings it bestows r 
Then, Guilford, let us have no more to do with it j 
Think only how to leave it as we ought ; 
But trust no more, and be deceived no more. 

GuiL Yes, I wUl copy thy divine example. 
And tread the paths are pointed out by thee : 
By thee instructed, to the fatal block 
I bend my head with joy, and think it happiness 
To give my 4ife a ransom for my Mth. 
From thee, tiiou angel of my hearty I learn 
That greatest, hardest task, to part with thee. 

Lady J. G. Oh, gloriously resolv'd ! heaven is my 
witness. 
My heart rejoices in thee more ev*n now. 
Thus constant as thou art, in death thus &ithful^ 

E 



$i LADY JAVB 6RST. [AOV T. 

Than when the holy priest first join'd our Jiaads^ 
And knit the sacred knot of brkkd lofe. 

Qar. The day wears &stf Lord GuOfbrd^ bave 
you thought } 
Will you lay hold on life } 

Guil. What are the terms ? 

Gar, Deaths or the mass^ attend you. 

GuiL 'Tis determin'd : 
Lead to the scaffolds 

Gar. Bear him to his fkte. 

GuU. Oh, let me fold thee once more in my arms^ 
Thou dearest treasure of my heart, and print 
A dying husband*s kiss upon thy lip ! 
ShiJl we not live again, ev'n in those forms } 
Shall I not gaze upon thee with these eyes } 

Lady J, G, Oh, wherefore dost thou sooth me 
with thy softness ! 
Why dost thou wind thyself about my heart. 
And make this separation painful to us ? 
Here break we off at once ; and let us now. 
Forgetting ceremony, like two friends 
That have a little business to be done. 
Take a short leave, and haste to meet again. 

GuU, Rest on that hope, my soul — my wi fe 

Lady J, G. No more. 

GuiL My sight hangs on thee — Oh, support me, 
heav'n. 
In this last pang— and let us meet in bliss ! 

[Gvu-FORD is led off by the Gua|id. 

Lady J. G, Can nature bear this stroke ! 

1 JVom. Alas, she faints ! [Supporting, 

Lady J. G. Wilt thou foil now ! ^The killing 

stroke is past. 
And all the bitterness of death is o*er. 

Gar. Here let the dreadful hand of venjgeanoe 
stay j 
Have pity on your youth, and blooming beauty j 
Cast not awfij the good which heav'n bestows ; 
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Time may have many years hi store for yoil. 
All crown*d vnih fiur prosperity. Your husband 
Has perish*d in perverseness. 

Lady J, G, Cease, thou raven^ 
Nor violate, with thy profemer malice^ 
My bleeding Guilfmti*s ghost— 'Tis gone, 'tis flown : 
But lingers on the wing, and waits for m». 

IThe Scene draws, and discovers a scaffold hung 
with black, Exbcutionsb and Guards. 
And see my journey's end. 

1 Worn. My dearest lady ! J^Veeping. 

2 Worn. Oh, misery ! 

Lady J, G, Forbear, my gentle maids. 
Nor wound my peace with fruitless lamentations ; 
13o0ffMaA and gracious hand of Providence 
Shall fai» you better friends than I have been. 

1 Worn, Oh, never, never !— — 

Lady J. G^ Hdp to disarray. 
And fit me for the block : do this last service. 
And do it cheerfully. Now you will see 
Your poor tinhappy mistress sleep in peace. 
And cease from bJI her sorrows. Th^ few trifles. 
The pledges of a dying mistress* love. 
Receive and share among you. Thou, Maria, 

[To 1 WOMAK. 

Hast been my old, my very feithful servant : 
In dear remembrance of thy love, I leave thee 
lliis book, the law of everlasting truth : 
Make it thy treasure stiU ; 'twas my support. 
When all help else forsook me. 

Got. Will you yet 
Rf[lf[[nt, be wise, and save your precious life \ 

Lady J^ (9- Oh, Windiestcr ! has learning taught 
tifte that : 
To bMPM iruth for life > 

Gar. Mistaken folly \ 
You t^il and travel for your own perdition. 
And die for damned errors. 



Lady J. G: Who judge rightly. 
And wfaa persist in error, will be known^ 
Thcn^ when we meet again. Once more hrewdl^. 

[To her Womsn 
Goodness be ever with you. When Tm dead. 
Entreat they do no rude, dishonest wrong 
To my cold, headless corpse ) but see it shrouded^. 
And decent laid in earth. 

Gar. want thou then die l 
Thy blood be on thy head.. 

Lady J. G. My blood be where it fells ;. let the 
earth hide it; 
And may it never rise, or call for vengeance. 
Oh, that it were the last shall fall a victim 
To zeal's inhuman wrath I Thou, gracious heaven,^ 
Hear suid defend at length thy suffering people ; 
liaise up a monarch of the royal blood. 
Brave, pious, equitable, wise and good,. 
In thy due season let the hero come. 
To save thy altars from the rage of Rome : 
Long let him reign, to bless the rescued land^ 
And deal •ut justice with a righteous hand. 
And when he fails, oh, may he leave a son. 
With equal virtues to adorn his throne j 
To latest times the blessing to convey. 
And guard that faith for which I die to-day. 

[Lady Jane goes up te the scaffold. The 
Skene closes^ 

Enter Pembhoke. 

Pern. Horror on horror ! Blasted be the hand 
That struck my Guilford ! Oh, his bleeding trunk 
Shall live in these distracted eyes for ever I 
Curse on thy fatal arts, thy cruel counsels I 

[To Gardiner. 
The qneen is deaf, and pitiless as thou art. 

Gar, The just re\^ard of heresy and treason 
Is fallen upon them both, for their rain obstinacy y 
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Untimely deaths with infamy on earthy 
And everlasting pmiishment hereafter. 

Pern. And canst thou tell? Who gave thee to ex- 
plore 
The secret purposes of heaven, or taught thee 
To set a bound to mercy unconfin^d } 
But know, thou proud^ perversely-jud^ng Win- 
chester ! 
However your hard, imperious censures doom. 
And portion out our lot in worlds to come. 
Those, who, with honest hearts, pursue the rights 
And follow faithfully truth's sacred light, 
Tho* sufF*ring here, shall from their sorrows cease^ 
Rest with the saints^ and dwell in endless peace. 

lExeunt. 



THE END. 
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REMARKS. 



This tragedy is a translation from Racine, aFrenck 
poet of the highest celebrity^ who lived in the reign 
of Louis the Fourteenth ; and who, in the possession 
of wealth, and the enjoyment of fame, died of chagrin, 
occasioned by the king's di spleasure at A memorial he 
addressed to his majesty, written with infinitis elo. 
quence^ upon the miseries of the pe(^te« 

Ambrose Philips, the translator of this ifovourite 
play, has been more successful than dramatic tmtls* 
lators generally are. The French and the English 
stages differ so essentially, that every drama requires 
great alteration, before it can please a lidndoti audi- 
ence, although it has previously charmed the atidlence 
df Paris. 

The gloomy mind of ft British auditor demands a 
bolder and more varied species of theatrical athuse- 
ment than the lively spirits of his neighbours in 
France. The former has no attention, no curiosity^ 
till roused by some powerful fable, intricate occur- 
renceSj and all the interest which variety creates — 
whilst the letter wi}l quietly sit, absorbed In their own 
glbwibg fahcy, to hear speeches after speeches, of 
long m&tration, lior wish to see any thing performed^ 
so ^ey are but told, that something has been done* 
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''The Distressed Mother" partakes of the commoii 
quality of French dramas in this respect — much more 
is described to the audience than they see executed : 
but every ipecital is here in the highest degree inte* 
resting 5 and the dignity of the persons introduced on 
the stage seems to forbid all violence of action^ which 
might endanger their respective grandeur. 

The mere falling on the knee^ by Androma^e, 
ivhen she exclaims to her victor — 



'^ Behold how low you have reduced a queen ! 
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is perjiaps more affecting, more admirable, in the cha- 
racter of a mother, haughty, like the queen of .the 
Trojans, than any event which could have occurred 
in the. pl^y? than any heroic deed, which, either in 
grief or in rage, she could have performed. 

The love of Hermione for Pyrrhus, founded on 
ambition, is, again, as natural a representation of 
that love, which but too often governs the heart of 
woman, as could be given ; and Orestes, doting with 
fondness, the more he finds she, whom he loves, loves 
another, is equally as true a picture of this well- 
known passion, as it rules over the heart of man. . 

Frequently as this tragedy has been acted, and 
much as it has been approved by an English audience* 
it will still gain more favour with a reader than a 
spectator. Imagination can give graces, charms, and 
majesty, to Hector s widow, and all the royal natives 
of Troy and Greece, which their representatives can- 
not always so completely bestow 3 and, as the work 
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is chiefly narrative^ reading answers the same purpose 
as to listen. 

The attraction of this play^ on its first appearance 
in England, was, by some critics, ascribed to the ex- 
ertions of the translator's friends. Steele, who wished 
well to Philips, devoted a whole paper of his *' Spec- 
tator** to the praise of the piece, even before it was 
acted 5 and continued his encomiums afterwards, to 
the no small reputation of the English author. 

This Ambrose Philips was a gentleman well known 
for having a number of warm friends and impltk^ble 
enemies ; and it is supposed, that the imprudent eulo- 
giums of the one often did him as much injury as 
the malicious animadversions of the other. The 
writers in '' The Spectator** were, however, of too 
judicious a class to praise him into ridicule without 
intendfing it ; and, no doubt, they aided the popuIs« 
rity of his play. 

But with all the reputation Mr. Philips acquired by 
'* The Distressed Mother," and two other tragedies* 
of which he was the original author, his name is bet- 
ter known to the world as a pastoral poet, than as a 
dramatist. He is still more remembered as the pre- 
tended rival of Pope in his rural poetry ; and as a man 
whom Pope hated, even beyond his ordinary bound^ 
of pettish spleen. 

The paper war, which Mr. Ambrose Philips held, 
through life, with his literary antagonists, did not, 
however, shorten his days ; for he survived every ef- 
fort of his enemies to make his existence burthen- 
some, till the age of seventy-eight^^-and died in 1740* 
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SCENE.— ^The Court o/*Pyrrhus, at>Buthrotos, ike 

capital City ofEpirus, 



THE 



DISTRESSED MOTHER. 



ACT THE FIRST. 

SCENE I. 

The Palace ^Pyrrhus. 

Orestes, Pylades, and Attendants. 

Ores. O Pylades ! what's life without a friend I 
At sight of thee my gloomy soul cheers up. 
My hopes revive, and gladness dawns within me. 
After an absence of six tedious moons. 
How could I hope to find my Pylades, 
My joy, my comfort, on this fatal shore ! 
Even in the court of Pyrrhus ! in these realmSj 
These hated realms, so cross to all my wishes ! 
Oh, my brave friend ! may no blind stroke of fieile 
Divide us more, and tear me from myself! 

Pyl. Oh, prince! Oh,my0re8tes!ohjmyfneiicll 
Thus let me speak the welcome of my heturt 

Since I have gainM this unexpected meediig^- 
Bless'd be the powers that barred mywEjtaC 
And kept me here ! e'er since the unhappj j 
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When warring winds (Epirus full in view) 
Sunder'd our barks on the loud stormy main. 

Ores. It was, indeed, a morning full of horror ! 

P^L A thousand boding cares have rack*d my soul 
In your behalf. Often, with tears, 1 mourn'd 
The fatal ills, in which your life's involved ; 
And grudged you dangers which I could not share. 
I fear'd to what extremities the black despair. 
That prey'd upon your mind, might have betray'd you; 
And lest the gods, in pity to your woes, 
Should hear your prayers, and take the life you loath'd; 
But now with joy I see you — The retinue. 
And numerous followers, that surround you here^ 
Speak better fortunes, and a mind disposed 
To relish life. 

Ores, Alas, my friend ! who knows 
The destiny to which I stand reserved I 
I coihe in search of an inhuman fair j 
And live or die, as she decreed my fztte. 

Pi/L You much surprise me, prince!— I thought 
you cured 
Of your unpitied, unsuccessful passion. 
Why, in Epirus, should you hope to find 
Hermioue less cruel than at Sparta } 
I thought her pride, and the disdainful manner 
In which she treated all your constant sufferingSi 
Had broke your fetters, and assured your freedom : 
Ashamed of your repulse, and slighted vows. 
You hated lier 5 you talk*d of her no more : 
Prince, you deceived me ! 

Ores. I deceived myself. 
Do not upbraid the unhappy man that loves thee. 
Thou know'st I never hid my passion from ihee; 
Thou saw*st it, in its birth, and in its progress ; 
And when, at last, the hoary king, her father, 
, Great Menelau?> gave away his daughter. 
His lovely daughifer, to the happy ?yrrhus, 
Th' avenger of his wrongs, thou saw'st my gi|^ 
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My torture, my despair. 
Oh, Pylades ! my heart has bled within me. 
To see thee, press'd with sorrows not thy own. 
Still wand'ring with me, like a banish'd man. 
Watchful, and anxious for thy wretched friepd. 
To temper the wild transports of my mind, 
And save me from myself. 

PijL Why thus unkind ? 
Why will you envy me the pleasing task 
Of generous love, and sympathizing friendship ? 

Orts, Thou miracle of truth ! — But hear me on. 
When, in the midst of my disastrous fate, 
I thought how the divine Hermione, 
Deaf to my vows, regardless of my plaints. 
Gave up herself, and all her charms, to Pyrrhus | 
Thou may'st remember, 1 abhorr'd her name. 
Strove to forget her, and repay her scorn. 
I made ray friends, and even myself, believe 
My soul was freed. Alas ! I did not see, 
That all the malice of my heart was love. 
Triumphing thus, and yet a captive still, 
In Greece 1 landed, and in Greece I found 
The assembled princes all alarm*d with fears. 
In which their common safety seem*d concem'd. 
I joined them : for I hoped that war and glory 
Might fill my mind, and take up all my thoughts; 
And that my shatter d soul, impair'd with grief. 
Once more would reassume its wonted Yigoar* 
And ev*ry idle passion qpit my breast. 

Pyl, The thought was worthy Agamemnon's son I 

Ores. But see the strange perverseness of my Stpii^ 
Which throws me on the rock I stroTC to shnar .. 
The jealous chiefs, and all the states of 
With one united voice complain of 
That now, forgetful of the promise giTCiit 
And mindless of his godlike fisther^s lta|Al 
Astyanax he nurses in his coiirt ; 
Astyanaz, the young, snrYiviqg'hjOpe 
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Of ruin'd Troy ; Astyanax^ descended 

From a long race of kings — ^eat Hector's son. 

Pyl. A name still dreadful m the ears of Greece ! 
But^ prince, you'll cease to wonder, why the child 
Lives thus protected in the court of Fyrrhus, 
When you shall hear that bright Andromache^ 
His lovely captive, charms him from his purpose : 
The mother's beauty guards the helpless son. 

Ores. Your tale confinns what I have heard; and 
hence 
Spring all my hopes. Since my proud rival woos 
Another partner to his throne and bed^ 
Hermione may still be mine. Her father, 
The injured Menelaus^ thinks already 
His daughter slighted, and the intended nuptials 
Too long delay'd. 1 heard his loud complaints 
With secret pleasure ; and was glad to find 
Th* ungrateful maid neglected in her turn, 
And all my wrongs avenged in her disgrace. 

Pyl, Oh, may you keep your just resentments 
warm! 

Ores. Resentments! oh^ my friend^ too soon I found 
They grew not out of hatred. I am betray 'd: 
I practise on myself, and fondly plot 
My own undoing. Goaded on by love, 
I canva8S*d all the suffrages of Greece ; 
And here I come, their sworn ambassador^ 
To speak their jealousies^ and claim this boy. 

PyL Pyrrhus will treat your embassy with scorn. 
Full of Achilles, his redoubted sire, 
Pyrrhus is proud, impetuous, headstrong, fierce ; 
Made up of passions : will he then be swayM, 
And give to death the son of her he loves ? 

Ores, Oh, would he render up Hermione, 
And keep Astyanax, I should be bless'd ! 
He must ; he shall : Hermione is my life. 
My soul, my rapture ! — 1*11 no longer curb 
The strong desire that hurries me to madness : 
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1*11 give a loose to love j 1*11 bear her hence ; 
I'll tear her from his arms ; I'll — C), ye gods ! 
Give me Hermione, or let me die ! — 
But, tell me^ Pylades, how stand my hopes ? 
Is Pyrrhus still enamour'd with her charms ? 
Or dost thou think he'll yield me up the prize. 
The dear, dear prize, which he has ravish'd from me ? 

Pyl, I dare not flatter your fond hopes so far : 
The king, indeed, cold to the Spartan princess, 
Turns all his passion to Andromache, 
Hector's afflicted widow. But in vain. 
With interwoven love and rage, he sues 
The charming captive, obstinately cruel. 
Oft he alarms her for her child, confined 
Apart ; and, when her tears begin to flow^ 
As soon he stops them, and recalls his threats. 
Hermione a thousand times has seen 
His ill-requited vows return to her. 
And takes his indignation all for love. 
What can be gather'd from a man so various } 
He may, in the disorder of his soul. 
Wed her he hates, and punish her he loves. 

Ores. But tell me, how the wrong'd Hermione 
Brooks her slow nuptials, and dishonoured charms ? 

Pyl. Hermione would fain be thought to scorn 
Her wavering lover, and disdain his falsehood \ 
But, spite of all her pride and conscious beauty. 
She mourns in secret her neglected charms. 
And oft has made me privy to her tears ; 
Still threaten to be gone, yet still she stays. 
And sometimes sighs, and wishes for Orestes. 

Ore$» Ah, were those wishes from her heart, my 
friend, 
I'd fly in transport \Flouri$h toithm, 

Pyl. Hear ! The king approaches 
To give you audience. Speak your embassy 
Without reserve : urge the demands of Greece j 
And, in the name of all her kings, require 
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That Hector's son be given into your hands. 
Pyrrhusy instead of granting what they ask. 
To speed his love^ and win the Trojan dame. 
Will make it merit to preserve her son* 
But, see : he comes ! 

Ores, Meanwhile, my Pylades, 
€ro, and dispose Hermione to see 
Her lover, who is come thus far, to throw 
Himself, in all his sorrows, at her feet. 

lExU Pylabes. 

Enter Pyrrhus, Phcenix, and Attendant*. 

Before I speak the message of the Greeks, 
Permit me, sir, to glory in the title 
Of their ambassador ; since I behold 
Troy's vanquisher, and great Achilles' son i 
Nor does the son rise short of such a father : 
If Hector fell by him, Troy fell by you. 
But what your father never would have done, 
You do. You cherish the remains of Troy ; 
And, by an ill-timed pity, keep alive 
The dying embers of a ten years* war. 
Have you so soon forgot the mighty Hector ? 
The Greeks remember his high brandished sword. 
That fill'd their state with widows and with orphans ; 
For which they call for vengeance on his son. 
Who knows what he may one day prove ? Who knows 
But he may brave us in our ports, and, fill'd 
With Hector's fury, set our fleets on blaze 1 
You may, yourself, live to repent jrour mercy. 
Comply, then, with the Grecians' just demands ; 
Satiate their vengeance, and preserve yourself. 

Pyr. The Greeks are for my safety more concern 'd 
Than I desire. 1 thought your kings were me 
On more important counsel. When I heard 
The name of their ambassador, I hoped 
Some glorious enterprise was taking birth. 
Js Agamemnon's son despatched for this } 
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And do the Grecian chiefs, renown'd in war, 

A race of heroes, join in close debate^ 

To plot an infant's death ? — What right has Greece 

To ask his life ? Must I^ must I alone. 

Of all her scepter*d warriors, be denied 

To treat my captive as I please ? Know, prince, 

When Troy lay smoking on the ground, and each 

Proud victor shared the harvest of the war, 

Andromache, and this, her son, were mine ; 

Were mine by lot. And who shall wrest them from 

me? 
Ulysses bore away old Priam's queen ; 
Cassandra was your own great father's prize : 
Did I concern myself in what they won ? 
Did I send embassies to claim their captives ? 

Oret, But, sir, we fear for you, and for ourselves. 
Troy may again revive^ and a new Hector 
Bite in Astyaoax. Then tbink betimes^-— 

Pyr. Let dastard souls be timorously wise : 
But tell tbem, Pyrrhus knows not how to fbrm 
Far-fancied ills, and dangers out of sight. 

Ores. Sir, call to mind the unrivall*d strength of 
Troy, 
Her walls, her bulwarks, and her gates of brass ; 
Her kings, her heroes, and embattled armies ! 

P^r, I call them all to mind ; and see them all 
Confused in dust; all mix'd in one wide ruin ; 
All but a child, and he in bondage held. 
What vengeance can we fear from such a Troy ? 
If they have sworn to extinguish Hector's race, 
Vi'hy was their vow for twelve long months deferr*d ? 
Why was he not in Priam's bosom slain ? 
He should have fall'n among the slaughtered heaps, 
Whelm'd under Troy. His death had then been just^ 
When age and infancy, alike in vain. 
Pleaded their weakness ; when the heat of conqnesty 
And horrors of the fight, roused aU.onr t 

B 
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And blindly hurried us through scenes of death. 
My fiiry then was without bounds ; but now^ 
My wrath appeased, must I be cruel still ? 
And) deaf to all the tender calls of pity> 
Like a cool murderer^ bathe my hands in blood ? 
An infant's blood? — No, prince — Go, bid tlie Greeks 
Mark out some other victim -, my revenge 
Has had its filL What has escaped from Troy 
Shall not be saved to perish in Epirus. 

Ores. I need not tell you, sir, Astyanax 
Was.doom'd to death in Troy 3 nor mention how 
The crafty mother saved her darling son. 
The Greeks do now but urge their former sentence : 
Nor is't the boy, but Hector they pursue 5 
The father draws their vengeance on the son — 
The father, who so oft iri Grecian blood 
Has drenched his sword — the father, whom the Greeks 
May seek e'en here — ^Prevent them, sir, in time. 

Pyr. No ! let them come -, since I was bom to 
wAge 
Eternal wars. Let them now turn their arms 
On him who conquered for them. Let them come^ 
And in Epirus seek another Troy. 
*Twas thus they recompensed my godlike sire 5 
Thus was Achilles thank'd. But, prince, remember. 
Their black ingratitude then cost them dear. 

Ores. Shall Greece, then, find a rebel son in Pyr- 
rhus? 

Pi/r. Have I, then, conquered to depend on Greece? 

Ores. Hermione will sway your soul to peace^ 
And mediate *twixt her father and yourself. 
Her beauty will enforce my embassy. 

Pi/r. Hermione may have her charms, and I 
May love her still, though not her father's slave. 
I may, in time, give proofs that Tm a lover. 
But never must forget that I'm a king. 
Meanwhile, sir, you may see fair Helen's daughter: 
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I know how near in blood you stand allied. 

That done^ you have my answer, prince. The Greeks, 

No doubt, expect your quick return. 

^Exeunt Ouestes and Attendants. 

Phctn. Sir, do you send your rival to the princess ? 

Pyr, 1 am told that he has loved her long. 

rhcen. If so. 
Have you not cause to fear the smother'd flame 
May kindle at her sight, and blaze anew, 
And she be wrought to listen to his passion ? 

Pyr, Ay, let them. Phoenix, let them love their fill ; 
Let them go hence ; let them depart together : 
Together let them sail for Sparta 3 all my ports 
Are o)5en to them both. From what constraint. 
What irksome thoughts should I then be relieved ! 

Phceiu But, sir 

Pyr, I shall, another time, good Fhoenix, 
Unbosom to thee all my thoughts — For, see, 
Andromache appears. \Exeunt Ph(enix and Guards. 

£ii/er Andromache aN6? Cephisa. 

May I, madam. 

Flatter my hopes so far as to believe 

You come to seek me here ? 

Andf. This way, sir, leads 
To those apartments where you guard my son. 
Since you permit me once a day to visit 
All I have left, of Hector and of Troy, 
I go to weep a few sad moments with him. 
I have not yet to-day embraced my child ; 
I have not held him in my widow'd anns* 

Pyr, Ah, madam ! should the threats of OreM 
prevail, 
Youll have occasion for your tears, indeed I 

Andr. Alas! what threats? What can df 
Greeks? 
There are no Trojans left 

/>-. Their hate to Hector 

b2 
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Can never die : the terror of his name 

Still shakes their souls, and makes them dread his son. 

Andr. A mighty hotfour for victorious Greece 
To fear an infant, a poor friendless child ! 
Who smiles in bondage, nor yet knows himself 
The son of Hector, and the fllave of Pyrrhus. 

Pi/r, Weak as he is, the Greeks demand his life. 
And send no less than Agamemnon's son 
To fetch him hence. 

Andr. And, sir, do you comply 
With such demands ? — This blow is aim*d at me. 
How should the child avenge his slaughter*d sire? 
But, cruel men ! they will not have him live 
To cheer my heavy heart, and ease my bonds. 
I promised to myself, in him, a son. 
In him a friend, a husband, and a father. 
But I must suflFer sorrow heap*d on sorrow, 
And still the fatal stroke must come from you. 

Fi/r. Dry up those tears ; I must not see you weep ; 
And know I have rejected their demands. 
The Greeks already threaten me with war ; 
But, should they arm, as once they did for Helen, 
And hide the Adriatic with their fleets ; 
Should they prepare a second ten years* siege, 
And lay my towers and palaces in dust, 
I am determined to defend your son. 
And rather die myself than give him up. 
But, madam, in the midst of all these dangers^ 
Will you refuse me a propitious smile ? 
Hated of Greece, and pressed on every side. 
Let me not, madam, while I fight your cause. 
Let me not combat with your cruelties. 
And count Andromache amongst my toes. 

Andr. Consider, sir, how this will sound in Greece! 
How can so great a soul betray such weakness } 
Let not men say so generous a design 
Was but the transport of a heart in love. 

Pj/r. Your charms will justify me to the worl^. 
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Andr, How can Andromache, a captive queen^ 
O'erwhelm'cl with grief, a burden to herself, 
Harbour a thought of love ? Alas! what charms 
Have these unhappy eyes, by you condemn*d 

To weep for ever? — Talk of it no more. 

To reverence the misfortunes of a foe ; 
To succour the distress'd 3 to give the son 
To an afflicted mother ; to repel 
Confederate nations, leagued against his life} 
Unbribed by love, un terrified by threats. 
To pity, to protect him ; these are cares. 
These are exploits worthy Achilles' son. 

Pyr. Will your resentments, then, endure for ever ? 
Must Pyrrhus never be forgiven ? — *Tis true, 
My sword has often reek'd in Phrygian blood. 
And carried havoc through your royal kindred ; 
But you, fair princess, amply have avenged 
Old Priam's vanquish*d house ; and all the woes 
I brought on them fall short of what I suffer. , 
We both have sufier'd in our turns, and now 
Our common foes shall teach us to unite. 

Andr, Where does the captive not behold a foe ? 

Pyr, Forget the term of hatred, and behold 
A friend in Pyrrhus. Give me but to hope, 
I'll free your son — 111 be a father to him : 
Myself will teach him to avenge the Trojans. 
I'll go in person to chastise the Greeks, 
Both for your wrongs and mine. Inspired by you» 
What would I not achieve ? Again shall Troy 
Rise from its ashes : this right arm shall fix 
Her seat of empire, and your son shall rdga. 

Andr. Such dreams of greatness suit not my ODII^ 
dition ; 
His hopes of empire perish'd with his f^tbar- 
No ; thou imperial city, ancient Troy* 
Thou pride of Asia, founded by the gpdsl 
Never, oh, never, must we hope to lee 
Those bulwarks rise, which Hector oonfi 

B 3 
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Sir^ all I wish for is some quiet exile» 
Where, fajr from Greece removed, 
I may conceal my son^ and mourn my husband. 
Your love creates me envy. Oh, return. 
Return to your betrothed Hermione ! 

Pyr. Why do you mock me thus ? you know I 
cannot 3 
You know my heart is yours — my soul hangs on you; 
You take up every wish : my waking thoughts. 
And nightly dreams^ are all employ'd on you. 
'Tis true> Hermione was sent to share 
My throne and bed ; and would, with transport, hear 
The vows which you neglect. 

Andr, She has no Troy, 
No Hector to lament ; she has not lost 
A husband by your conquests. Such a husband, 
(Tormenting thought !) whose death alone has made 
Your sire immortal ! Pyrrhus and Achilles 
Are both grown great by my calamities. 

Pi/r. Madam, 'tis well ! — 'Tis very well ! I find 
Your will must be obey'd ; imperious captive. 
It shall. Henceforth, 1 blot you from my mind 5 
You teach me to forget your charms : — to hate you: 
For know, inhuman beauty, I have loved 
Too well to treat you with indifference. 
Think well upon it ; my disorder'd soul 
Wavers between th* extremes of love and rage : 
I have been too tame; I will awake to vengeance! 
The son shall answer for the mother's scorn. 
The Greeks demand him, nor will I endanger 
My realms, to pleasure an ungrateful woman. 

Andr. Then he must die ! 
He has no succour left, beside 
His mother's tears, and his own innocence. 

Pi/r, Go, madam, visit this unhappy son 5 
The sight of him may bend your stubborn heart. 
And turn to softness your unjust disdain. 
I shall once more expect your answer. Go : 
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And thinks while you embrace the captive boy^ 
Think that his life depends on your resolves. 

[^Exeunt Pyrrhus and his Attendants. 
Andr, 1*11 go ; and in the anguish of my heart 
Weep o'er my child-r-If he must die, my life 
Is wrapp'd in his ; I shall not long survive^ 
'Tis for his sake that I have sufier'd life. 
Groan* d in captivity, and outlived Hector. 
Yes, my Astyanax, we'll go together ! 
Together, to the realms of night, we'll go ! 
I'here to thy ravish'd eyes thy sire I'll show. 
And point him out among the shades below. 



ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 

An Apartment in the Palace, 

Enter Hermione and Cleone. 

Her. Well, I'll be ruled, Cleone — I will see him } 
I have told Pylades that he may bring him ; 
But, trust me, were I left to my own thoughts, 
I should forbid him yet. 

Cleo. And why forbid him ? 
Is he not, madam, still the same Orestes ? 
Orestes, whose return you oft have wish'd ? 
The man whose sufferings you so late lamented, 
And often praised his constancy and love ? 
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Her^ That love> that constancy, so ill requited^ 
Upbraids me to myself. I blush to think 
How I have used him^ and would shun his presence. 
What will be my confusion, when he sees me 
Neglected and forsaken like himself ! 
Will he not say, is this the scornful maid^ 
The proud Hermione, that tyrannised 
In Sparta's court, and triumph'd in her charms ? 
Her insolence at last is well repaid. 
I cannot bear the thought ! 

Cleo. You wrong yourself 
With unbecoming fears. He knows too well 
Your beauty and your worth. Your lover comes 

not 
To ofiPer insults, but repeat his vows, 
And breathe his ardent passion at your feet. 
But, madam, what's your royal father*s will ? 
What orders do your letters bring from Sparta ? 

Her, His orders are, if Pyrrhus still delay 
The nuptials, and refuse to sacrifice 
This Trojan boy, I should with speed embark. 
And, with their embassy, return to Greece. 

Cleo. What would you more? Orestes comes in 
time 
To save your honour. Pyrrhus cools apace : 
Prevent his falsehood, and forsake him first. 
I know you hate him, you have told me so. 

Her. Hate him ! My injured honour bids me hate 
him. 
The ungrateful man ! the man I loved so dearly ! 
The man I doted on ! Oh, my Cleone ! 
How is it possible I should not hate him ? 

Cleo, Then give him over, madam. Quit his courti 
And, with Orestes 

Her. No ; I must have time 
To work up all my rage ! — To meditate 
A parting full of horror! My revenge 
Will be but too much quicken'd by the traitor. 
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Cleo, Do you then wait new insults^ new a£fronts ? 
To draw you from yotir father ! Then to leave you ! 
In bis own court to leave you for a captive ! 
If Pyrrbus can provoke you, he has done it. 

Her, Why dost thou heighten my distress ? I fear 
To search out my own thoughts, and sound my hearty 
Be blind to what thou see*st -, believe me cured ; 
Flatter my weakness ; tell me I have conquer*d 3 
Think that my injured soul is set against him, 
And do thy best to make me think so too. 

Cieo. Why would you loiter here then } 

Her, Let us fly ! 
Let us begone ! I leave him to his captive ; 
Let him go kneel^ and supplicate his slave. 
Let U6 begone ! — But what if he repent ? 
What if the perjured prince again submit^ 
And sue for pardon } What if he renew 
His former vows } But^ oh, the faithless man! 
He slights me — drives me to extremities ! — ^However, 
1*11 stay, Cleone, to perplex their loves ; 
I'll stay, till, by an open breach of contract, 
I make him hateful to the Greeks. Already 
Their vengeance have I drawn upon the son ; 
The second embassy shall claim the mother ; 
I will redouble all my griefs upon her. 

Cleo, Ah, madam ! whither does your rage transT 
port you ? 
Andromache, alas, is innocent ! 
A woman plunged in sorrow-— dead to lore ; 
And, when she thinks of Pyrrhus, 'tis with horror. 

Her, 'Would I had done so too ! But, alas ! 
I made no secret of my passion to him^ 
Nor thought it dangerous to be sincere. 
My eyes^ my tongue^ my actions, spoke my heart 

Cleo. Well might you speak without reserve to op9 
Engaged to you by solemn oaths and treaties* 

Her. His ardpur, too^ W98 an excuse to JQ|fft^ 
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With Other eyes he saw me then. — Cleone^ 
Thou may* St remember every thing conspired 
To favour him : my father's wrongs avenged ; 
The Greeks triumphant; fleets of Trojan spoils; 
Uis mighty sire's^ his own immortal faxae ; 
•Hid eager love — all, all conspired against me! 
But I have done — 1*11 think no more of Pyrrims* 
Orestes wants not merits and he loves me. 
My gratitude, my honour, both plead for him; 
And, if IVe power o*er my heart, 'tis his. 

Cleo, Madam, he comes. 

Her. Alas, I did not think 
\ie was so near ! I wish I might not see him. 

Enter Orestes. 

How am I to interpret, sir, this visit ? 
Is it a compliment of fbrm, or love } 

Ores. Madam^ you know my weakness. 'Tis my 
fate 
To love unpitied, to desire to see you, 
And still to swear each time ma}^ be the last. 
My passion breaks through my repeated oaths^ 
And every time I visit you I'm peijured. 
Even now I find my wounds all bleed afresh; 
I blush to own it, but 1 know no cure. 
I call the gods to witness I have tried 
Whatever man could do, but tried in vain 
To wear you from my mind. Through stormy seas^ 
And savage climes, in a whole year of absence, 
I courted dangers, and I long'd for death. 

Her. Why will you thus indulge the mournful 
tale? 
It ill becomes the ambassador of Greece 
To talk of dying and of love. Remember 
The kings you represent ; shall their revenge 
Be disappointed by your ill-timed passion } 
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Discharge your embassy — *tis not Orestes 
The Greeks desire should die. 

Ores, My embassy 
Is at an end : for Pyrrhus has refused 
To give up Hector's son. Some hidden power 
Protects the bo3^ 

Her, Faithless, ungrateful man ! \_Aside, 

Ores, I now prepare for Greece ; but, ere 1 go. 
Would hear my final doom pronounced by you — 
What do I say ? — I do already hear it ; 
3VIy doom is fix'd — I read it in your eyes. 

Her, Will you then still despair } — be still sus« 
picious ? 
What have I done ? — ^wherein have I been cruel } 
*Tis true, you find me in the court of Pyrrhus 5 
But Hwas my royal father sent me hither. 
And who can tell but I have shared your griefs ? 
Have I ne*er wept in secret ? — never wish'd 
To see Orestes ? 

Ores, Wish*d to see Orestes > 
O joy ! O ecstacy ! My souPs entranced ! 
O charming princess ! O transcendent maid ! 
My utmost wish ! — Thus, thus let me express 
My boundless thanks ! I never was unhapp y ■ 
Am I Orestes ? 

Her. You are Orestes ; 
The same unalter* d, generous, faithful lover ; 
The prince whom I esteem, whom I lament, 
And whom I fain would teach my heart to love. 

Ores^ Ay, there it is ! I have but your esteem^ 
While Pyrrhus has your heart. 

Her. Believe me, prince, 
Were you as Pyrrhus, I should hate you ! 

Ores, No! 
[ should be bless*d — I should be loved, as he is ! . 
^et, all this while, I die by your disdain^ . 
^Vhile he neglects your charms, and courtt 
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Her. And who has told you, prince> that Fm neg- 
lected? 
Has Pyrrhus said — Oh, I shall go distracted ! 
Has Pyrrhus told you so ? or is it you 
Who think thus meanly of me ? — Sir, perhaps^ 
All do not judge like you. 

Ores, Madam, go on — 
Insult me still ; I'm used to bear your scorn. ' 

Her. Why am I told how Pyrrhus loves or hates? 
Go, go, and arm the Greeks against the rebel ; 
Let them lay waste his country, raze his towns, 
Destroy his fleets, his palaces — himself ! 
Go, go, and tell me then how much I love him ! 

Ores, To hasten his destruction, come yourself; 
And work your royal father to his nriii« 

Her. Meanwhile, he weds Andromackef 

Orts, Ah, princess! 
What is't I hear ? 

Her, What infamy for Greece, 
If he should wed a Phrygian, and a captive f 

Ores, Is this your hati^, madam ? — 'Tis in vaia 
To hide your passion — every thing betrays it ; 
Your looks, your speech, your anger, — nay^ yoor 

silence ^ 
Your love appears in all ; your secret flame 
Breaks out the more, the more you would conceal it. 

Her. Your jealousy per^'erts my meaning still. 
And wrests each circumstance to your disquiet ; 
My very hate is construed into fondness. 

Ores. Impute my fears, if groundless, to my love. 

Her. Then hear me, sir — Obedience to a father 
First brought me hither ; and the same obedience 
Detains me here, till Pyrrhus drive me hence, 
Or my offended father shall recall me. 
Tell this proud king that Menelaus scorns 
To match his daughter with a foe of Greece : 
Bid him resign Astyanax, or me. 
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If he persists to guard the hostile hoy, 
Hermione embarks with you for Sparta. lExii. 

Ores, Then is Orestes bless' d ! My griefs are fled ! 
Fled like a dream ! — unlook*d-for joy ! 
Never let love despair;— the prize is mine! 
Be smooth, ye seas^ and ye propitious winds^ 
Breathe from Epirus to the Spartan coasts ! 
I long to See the sails unfurled. — But see ! 
jPyrrhus approaches in a happy hour ! 

Enter Pyrrhus and Phosnix. 

Pi/r, I was in pain to find you^ prince. My warm 
UngoTeril*d temper would not let me weigh 
The importance of your embassy^ and hear 
You argue for my good. — I was to blame* 
I since have poised your reasons, and I thank 
My good allies ; — their care deserves my thanks^ 
You have convinced me that the weal of Greece^ 
My father*s honour, and my own repose^ 
Demand that Hector's race should be destroy*d# 
I shall deliver up Astyanax, 
And y<»i yourself shall bear the victim hence. 

Ores* If you approve it^ sir, and are content 
To spill the blood of a defenceless child, 
The offended Greeks no doubt will be appeased. 

Pyr, Closer to strain the knot of our alliance, 
I have determined to espouse Hermione. 
You come in time to grace our nuptial rites : 
la you the kings of Greece will all be present. 
And you have right to personate her father. 
As his ambassador and brother's son. 
Go, prince, renew your visit ; tell Hermione 
To-morrow I receive her from your hands. 

Ores. lAside.'} Oh, change of fortune! Oh, undone 
Orestes ! [Exit. 

Pyr, Well, Phcenix ! Am I still a slave to love ? 
What think'st thou now \ Am I myself again ? 

Phcen. 'Tis as it should be; this discovers Pyrrhus; 

c 
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Shows all the hero : noiW yon are yourself-** 
The sOn^ the rival of the great Achilles ! 
Greece will applaud you^ and the world confess^ 
Pyrrhus has conquer'd Troy a second time! 

Pyr. Nay, Phoenix, now I but begin to triuoaph : 
I never was a conqueror till now ^ 
Believe me, a whole host, a war of foes. 
May sooner be subdued, than love. Oh, Phoenix ! 
What ruin have I shunn'd ! the Greeks, enraged. 
Hung o'er me like a gathering storm, and soon 
Had burst in thunder on my head : while I 
Abandon*d duty, empire^ honour, all. 
To please a thankless woman !— -One kind look 
Had quite undone me ! 

Phcen. Oh, niy royal master! 
The gods, in favour to you, made her cruel. 

Fyr. Thou saw*st, with how much scorn she 
treated me ! 
When I permitted her to see her son, 
I hoped it might have workM her to my wishes. 
I went to see the mournful interview. 
And found her bathed in tears, and lost in passion ; 
Wild with distress, a thousand times she call'd 
On Hector's name : and, when I spoke in comfort, 
And promised my 'protection to her son. 
She kiss'd the boy, and called again on Hector : 
Does she then think that I preserve the boy. 
To soothe, and keep alive, her flame for Hector? 

Phcen, No doubt she does, and thinks you favour'd 
in it', 
But let her go, for an ungrateful woman ! 

Pyr. I know the thoughts of her proud, stubborn 
heart) 
Vain of her charms^ and insolent in beauty, 
She mocks my rage ; and when it threatens loudest. 
Expects 'twill soon be humbled into love. 
But we shall change our parts, and she shall find 
I can be deaf like her, and steel my heart. 
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She is Hector*s widow ; I, Achilles' son ! 
Fyrrhus is born to bate Andromacbe. 

Phcen, My royal master^ talk of ber no more; 
I do not like this anger. Your Hermione 
Should now engross your thoughts. 'Tis time to see 

her; 
'Tis time you should prepare the nuptial rites. 
And not rely upon a rival's care : 
It may be dangerous. 

Pyr. But, tell me, Phosnix^ 
Post thou not think the proud Andromacbe 
Will be enraged, when I shall wed the princess ? 

Phcen, Why does Andromacbe still haunt your 
thoughts ? 
What is't to you, be she enraged or pleased ? 
Let her name perish'^think of her no more. 

Pi^r, No, Phoenix ; — ^I have been too gentle witb 
her, 
I have check*d my wrath, and stifled my resentment : 
She knows not yet to what degree I hate ber. 
Let us return — I'll brave ber to her face : 
I'll give my anger its free course against ber. 
Thou shalt see. Phoenix, hsxw 1*11 break ber pride I 

Phcen. Oh, go not, sir ! — ^There's ruin in her eyes ! 
You do not know your strength ; you'll fall before 

her ; 
Adore her beauty, and revive ber scorn. 

Pyr, That were, indeed, a most unmanly weakness! 
Thou dost not know me. Phoenix. 

Phcen. Ah, my prince ! 
You are still struggling in the toils of love. 

Pyr, Canst thou then think I love this woman still? 
One who repays my passion with disdain ! 
A stranger, captive, friendless and forlorn j 
She and her darling son within my power 5 
Her life a forfeit to the Greeks : yet I 
Preserve her son — would take ber to my throne ; 

02 
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Would fight her b9.ttlesy and avenge her wrongs ; 
And all this while she treats me as her foe ! 

Phasn^ You have it in your power to be revenged. 

Pyr, Yes — and I'll show my power ! I'll giive her 
cause 
To hate me ! her Astyanax shall die — 
What tears will then be shed ! How will she then. 
In bitterness of heart, reproach my name ! 
Then« to complete her woes, will I espouse 
Hermione — 'Twill stab her to the heart ! 

Phoen, Alas, you threaten like a lover still ! 

Pyr. Phosni^, excuse this struggle of my soul; 
*Tis the last effort of expiring love. 

Phoen, Then, hasten^ sir, to see the Spartan prii^- 
cess^ 
And turn ;the bent of your desires on her. 

Pi/r, Oh^ 'tis a heavy task to conquer love. 
And wean the soul from her accustom*d fondness ! 
But, come — A long farewell to Hector's widow ! 
Tis with a secret pleasure I look back. 
And see the many dangers 1 have pass'd. 
The merchant j thus, in dreadful tempests tossed. 
Thrown by the waves on some unlook'd-for coast. 
Oft turns, and sees, with a delighted eye, 
jyiidst rocks and shelves, the broken billows fly ; 
And, while the outrageous winds the deep deform, 
/Smiles on the tumult, and enjoys the storm. [^Exeunt, 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



SCENE I. 

Another Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter Pylades and Orestes. 

Pj/L For Heaven's sake, sir, compose your ruffled 
mind. 
And moderate your rage. 

Ores. No, Pylades ! 
This is no time for counsel. — I am deaf. 
Talk not of reason ! I have been too patient. 
Life is not worth my care. — My soul grows desperate, 
ril bear her off, or perish in the attempt. 
rU force her from his arms — ^By Heaven, I will! 

P^l. Well, 'tis agreed, my friend — We'll force her 
hence, 
But still consider — we are in Epirus. 
The court, the guards, Hermione herself, 
'J he very air we breathe, belongs to Pyrrhug. 
Good gods ! what tempted you to seek her bfi9) 

Ores, Lost to myself, I knew not what I dSfly 
My purposes were wild. Perhaps, I came 
To menace Pyrrhus, and upbraid the womaf 

Pi/L This violence of temper may prore 4 

Ores. I must be more than xxxBXk, to bei 
shocks. 
These outrages of fate, with temper. 
He tells me that he weds Hem^ioney 
And will, to-morrowy take her fkoi 
My hand sh|dl sooner tear.tbfi 

c3 
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P^L Your passion blinds you, sir; he's not to blame. 
Could you but look into the soul of Pyrrhus, 
Perhaps you'll find it tortured, like your own. 
Take my advice — Think not to force her hence ; 
But fly yourself from her destructive charms. 
Her soul is link'd to Pyrrhus. 

Ores, Talk no more ! 
I cannot bear the thought ! She must be mine ! 
Did Pyrrhus carry thunder in his hand, 
I'd stand the bolt, and challenge all his fury. 
Ere I resign Hermione — By force 
ril snatch her hence, and bear her to my ships ! 
Have we forgot her mother, Helen's rape ? 

Pi/L Will then Orestes turn a ravisher. 
And blot his embassy ? ' 

Ores, Oh,Pylades! 
My grief weighs heavy on me — 'twill distract me! 
Oh, leave me to myself ! — 
Mine be the danger, mine the enterprise. 
All I request of thee is to return, 
And, in my place, convey Astyanax 
(As Pyrrhus has consented) into Greece. 
Go, Pylades. 

Pyl. Lead on, my friend ; lead on ! 
Let us bear off Hermione ! No toil, 

No danger, can deter a friend Lead on ! 

This very night we'll carry her on board. 

Ores, Thou art too good — 1 trespass on thy friend- 
ship : 
But, oh ! excuse a wretch, whom no man pities. 
Except thyself 5 one, just about to lose 
The treasure of his soul ! whom all mankind 
Conspire to hate, and one, who hates himself. 
When will my friendship be of use to thee ? 

Pi/L The question is unkind. — But now, remember 
To keep your counsels close, and hide your thoughts ; 
Let not Hermione suspect — no more 
1 see her coming, sir. 
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Ores. Away, my friend 5 
I am advised ; my all depends upon it 

\^Exit Pylades. 

Enter Hermione and Cleone. 

Ores, Madam, your orders are obey*d 5 I have seen 
Pyrrhus, my rival ; and have gained him for you. 
The king resolves to wed you. 

Her. So I am told j 
And, farther, I am informM, that you, Orestes, 
Are to dispose me for the intended marriage. 

Ores, And are you, madam, willing to comply ? 

Her, What can I do ? alas ! my faith is promised ; 
Can I refuse what is not mine to give ? 
A princess is not at her choice to love ; 
All we have left us is a blind obedience : 
And yet you see how far I had complied. 
And made my duty yield to your entreaties. 

Ores, Ah, cruel maid ! you knew — but I have done. 
All have a right to please themselves in love. 
I blame you not. 'Tis true, I hoped — but you 
Are mistress of your heart, and I'm content. 
'Tis fortune is my enemy, not you. 
But, madam, I shall spare you farther pidn 
On this uneasy theme, and take my leave. [ExU* 

Her, Cleone, could* st thou think he'd be so calm? 

Cleo. Madam, his silent grief sits heavy on him* 
He is to be pitied. His too eager love 
Has made him busy to his own destruction. 
His threats have wrought this change of mind itt 
Pyrrhus. 

Her, Dost thou think Pyrrhus capable of fear ? 
Whom should theintrepid Pyrrhus fear? TheGreelcf ?. 
Did he not lead their harass'd troops to concmMl^ 
When they despaired, when they retired from T 
And sought for shelter in their burning i 
No, oh, Cleone, he is above constraiiit i 
He acts unforced ^ and where he wcdtj 
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Cleo* Oh, that Orestes had remained in Greece! 
I fear to-morrow will prove fatal to him. 

Her. Wilt thou discourse of nothing but Orestes } 

Pyrrhus is mine again ! Is mine for ever ! 

The bold, the brave, the godlike Pyrrhus ! 
Oh, my Cleone, I am wild with joy ! 

Cleo, Madam, conceal your joy — I see Andromache. 
She weeps, and comes to speak her sorrows to you. 

Her* I would indulge the gladness of my heart ! 
Let us retire — Her grief is out of season. 

Enter Andromache and Cet his a. 

Andr. Ah, madam ! whither, whither do you fly } 
Where can your eyes behold a sight more pleasing 
Than Hector's widow, suppliant and in tears ? 
1 come not an alarm'd^ a jealous foe> 
To. envy you the heart your charms have won— ^ 
The only main I sought to please^ is gone ; 
Kiird in my sight, by an inhuman hand. 
But, oh, I have a son ! — And you, one day, 
AVill be no stranger to a mother's fondness : 
But Heaven forbid that you should ever know 
A mother's sorrow for an only son. 
Her joy, her bliss, her last surviving comfort ! 
When every hour she trembles for his life ! 
Your power o*er Pyrrhus may relieve my fears. 
Alas, what danger is there in a child. 
Saved from the wreck of a whole ruin*d empire ) 
Let me go hide him in some desert isle : 
You may rely upon my tender care 
To keep him far from perils of ambition : 
All he can learn of me will be to weep ! 

Her, Madam, 'tis easy to conceive your grief : 
But it would ill become me to solicit 
In contradiction to my father's will : 
If Pyrrhus, madam, must be wrought to pity. 
No woman does it better than yourself. 
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If you gmn him, I shall compljr, of course. 

[^Exeunt Hermione and Cleoke. 

Andr. Did'st thou not mind with what disdain she 
spoke! 
Youth and prosperity have made her vain; 
She haa not seen the Gckle turns of life. 

Ceph. Madam, were I as you, I'd take her counsel : 
I'd speak my own distress : one look from yon 
Will Tanquish Pyrrhus, and confound the Greeks — 
See wh^e he comes Lay hold on this occasion. 

Enter Pkrrhus and Pikenis. 
Pj/r. Where is the princess ? — Did you not inform 

Hermione was here? [To Phienix. 

Pkan. I thought so, sir. 

Andr. Thou see'st what mighty power my eyes 
have on him ! \To Cephisa. 

Pi/r. What says she. Phoenix! 
ATtdr. I have no hope left ! 
Phten. Let us begone — Hermione expects yoo. 
Cepk. What do you, madam? hreak this sullen «i- 

Andr. My child's already promised !^r 

Ceph. But not given. 

Andr. Nol no! my tears an vav> ! — Hisdoom 

isfis'dl 

Pyr. See if she deigtis to cast one look upon ntl 
Proud woman! 

Andr. I proTOke him by my preeenn. 
Let us retire. 

Pyr. Come, let us satisfy 
The Greeks, and give them up (his Phrygian bay. * 

Andr. Ah, sir, recnlUhose words — What have yoi 
uidl ' 

If you give up my son, oh, giyea 
Yon, who BO nuny times have af 
Obj UcKTflna ! wiU you not log 
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Is there no hope } Is there no room for pardoiii } 

Pi/r. Phoenix will answer you — My word is past, 

Andr. You, who would brave so many dangers for 
me— 

Pyrs I was your lover then — I now am ftee. 
To favour you, I might have spared his life ; 
But you would ne*er vouchsafe to ask it of xne. 
Now, *tb too late. 

Andr, Oh, sir^ excuse 
The pride of royal blood that checks my soul. 
And knows not how to be importunate. 
You know, alas ! I was not born to kneel. 
To sue for pity, and to own a master. 

Pi/r, No, in your heart you curse me ! you disdain 
My generous flame, and scorn to be obliged i 
But I shall leave you to your great resentments. 
Xiet us go. Phoenix, and appease the Greeka. 

Ceph. Oh, madam 

Andr* What can I do more } The tyrant 
Sees my distraction, and insults my tears. 

ITo Cbfhisa. 
—Behold, how low you have reduced a queen 1 
These eyes have seen my country laid in ashes, 
My kindred fall in war, my father slain, 
My husband dragg'd in his own blood, my son 
Condemned to bondage, and myself a slave ; 
Yet, in the midst of these unheard-of woes, 
*Twas some relief to find myself your captive; 
And that my son, derived from ancient kings. 
Since he must serve, had Pyrrhus for his master. 
When Priam kneel'd, the great Achilles wept : 
I hoped I should not find his son less noble : 
I thought the brave were still the more compas- 
sionate. 
Oh, do not, sir, divide me from my child ! 
If he must die 

Pj/r. Phoenix, withdraw a while. \^Exit Ph(snix« 
Rise, madam — Yet you jnay preserve your son. 
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1 find, whenever I provoke your tears, 

I furnish you with arms against myself. 

I thought my hatred fix'd before I saw you. 

Oh, turn your eyes upon me, while I speak ! 

And see if you discover in my looks 

An angry judge, or an obdurate foe. 

Why will you force me to desert your cause ? 

In your son's name, I beg we may be friends. 

Let me entreat you to secure his life ! 

Must I turn suppliant for him ? 

Think, oh think, 

*Tis the last time — you both may yet be happy ! 

I know the ties I break, the foes I arm j 

I wrong Hermione j I send her hence. 

And with her diadem I bind your brows. 

Consider well, for *tis of moment to you ! 

Choose to be wretched, madam, or a queen. 

1 leave you to your thoughts. When I return. 

We'll to the temple — There you'll find your son ; 

And there be crown*d, or give him up for ever. [JSx/^* 

Ceph, I told you, madam, that in spite of Greece, 
You would o'er-rule the malice of your fortune. 

Andr. Alas, Cephisa, what have I obtain*d ! 
Only a poor short respite for my son ! 

Ceph, You have enough approved your faitli to 
Hector j 
To be reluctant still would be a crime. 

Andr. How ! — would'st thou give me Pyrrhus for 
a husband ? 

Ceph* Think you 'twill please the ghost of your 
dead husbaud, 
That you should sacrifice his son } Consider, 
Pyrrhus once more invites you to a throne ; 
Turns all his por/cr against the foes of Troy 5 
Remembers not Achilles was his father 5 
Retracts his conquest, and forgets his hatred. 

Attdr, But how can I forget it ? — how can I 
Forget my Hector, treated with dishonour 5 
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Deprived of funeral rites, and vilely dragg[*dy 
A bloody corpse, about the walk of Troy ! 
Can I forget the good old king, his father. 
Slain in my presence^— at the altar slain i 
Which vainly, for protection, he embraced* 
Hast thou forgot that di'eadful night, Cephisa^ 
When a whole people fell ! Methinksl see 
Pyrrhus enra^d, and, breathing vengeantse, enter" 
Amidst the glare of burning palaces : 
1 see him hew his passage through my brothers, 
And« bathed in blood, lay all my kindred waste! 
I'hink, in this scene of horror, what I suffer'd ! 
This is the courtship I received from Pyrrhus ; 
And this the husband thou would*st give me ! — No, 
We both will perish first ! 1*11 ne*er consent* 

€eph. Since you resolve A-styanax shall die. 
Haste to the temple, bid your son farewell* 

Andr* O Cephisa! 
Thou hast awakened &11 the Mother in me* 
How can I bid farewell to the dear child, 
The pledge, the image, of my much-loved lord ! 
But, oh ! while I deliberate, he dies ! 
No, no, thou must not die, while I can save thee : 
Oh, let me find out Pyrrhus ! — Oh, Cephisa I 
Do you go find him. 

Ceph. What must I say to him ? 

Andr, Tell him, I love my son to such excess— 
But^ dost thou think, he means the child shall die ^ 

Ceph. Madam, he'll soon be here — resolve on 
something. 

Andr, Well then, assure him • 

Ceph. Madam, of your love ? 

Andr. Alas, thou know'st that is not in my power I 
Oh, my dead lord \ Oh, Priam's royal house ! 
Oil, my Astyanax ! at what a price 
Thy mother buys thee ! — Let us go. 

Ceph. But whither? 
And what' does your unsettled heart resolve ? 
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Afidr, CotDe, my Cephisa, let us go together 
To the sad monument^ which I have raised 
To Hector* s shade 5 where, in their sacred urn. 
The ashes of my hero lie enclosed. 
There let me weep^ there summon to my aid. 
With pious rite, my Hector's awful shade : 
Let him be witness to my doubts^ my fears ; 
My agonizing heart, my flowing tears : 
Oh, may he rise, in pity, from his tomb ! 
And fix his wretched son's uncertain doom. [^Exeunt. 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I. 



The Palace. 



Enter Hbhmione and Cleone. 

CSbo. This imexpected silence, this reserve, 
Tllli outward calm> this settled frame of mind, 
j|Ric|i wrongs and insults^ much surprise me! 
^Ilfrfbre could not command your rage. 
~ ' * bnt kindly on his. captive ; 

liat.he should wed her, 
dh you should fill ? 
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Cleo. Madam, I have«— his love is too impatieiit 
Not to obey 'with speed the welcome sammons. 
His love-sick heart o'erlooks his unkind- usage : 
His ardour 's still the same. — Madam, he 's here ! 

Enter Obestes. 

Ores. Ah, madam, is it true ? does then Orestes 
At length attend you by your own eommands ? 
What can I do? — 

Her. Orestes, do you love me ? 

Ores. What means that question, princess ?-^Do I 
love you ? 
My oaths, my peijuries, my hopes, my fears. 
My farewell, — my return — all speak my love. 

Her. Avenge my wrongs, and 1 11 believe them all* 

Ores, It shall be done — ^My soul has catch'd th' 
alarm 5 
We'll spirit up the Greeks — I '11 lead them on : 
Your cause shall animate our fleets and armies. 
Let us return — let us not lose a moment. 
But urge the fate of this devoted land : 
Let us depart — 

Her, No, prince, let us stay here ! 
I will have vengeance here : — I will not carry 
This load of infamy to Greece, nor trust 
The chance of war, to vindicate my wrongs. 
Ere I depart, I '11 make Epirus mourn. 
If you avenge me, let it be this instant \ 
My rage brooks no delay : — haste to the temple. 
Haste, prince, and sacrifice him ! 

Ores, Whom ? 

Her, Why, Pyrrhus. 

Ores, Pyrrhus ! Did you say, Pyrrhus ? 

Her, You demur — 
Oh fly I begone ! give me not time to think — 
Talk not of laws — he tramples on all laws — 
Let me not hear him justified — away ! 
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Ores, Yoa cannot think I '11 justify my rivaL. 
Madam, your love has made him criminal* 
You shaJl have vengeance*— I '11 have vengeance too : 
But let our hatred be profess'd and open. 
Let us alarm all Greece^ denounce a war ; 
Let us attack him in his strength, and hunt him down 
By conquest — Should I turn base assassin, 
*Twoul(i sully all the kings I represent. 

Her. Have not 1 been dishonoured ; set at nought; 
Exposed to public scorn ? — ^AmI will you suffer 
The tyrant, who dares use me thus, to live ? 
Know, prince, I hate him more than once I loved him. 
The gods alone can tell how once I loved him ; 
Yes, the false perjured man, I once did love him 5 
And, spite of all his crimes and broken vows. 
If he should live, I may relapse— Who knows 
But I to-morrow may forgive his wrongs ? 

Ores. First let me tear him pieee-meali—he shall 
die. — 
But, madam, give me leisure to contrive 
The place, the time, the manner of his death : 
Yet I'm a stranger in the court of Pyrrhus; 
Scarce have I set my foot within Epirus, 
When yon enjoin me to destroy the prince. 
It shall be done this very night. 

Her. But now, 
This very hour he weds Andromadie I 
B^one, Orestes — ^kill the faithless tyrant; 
My love shall recompense the glorious deed. 

Ores. Consider, madam 

Her, You but mock my rage ! . 
Think you to merit by your idle ^hs. 
And not attest your love by one brave action ? 
Go, with your boasted constancy! and leave 
Hermione to execute her own revenge. 
I blush to think how my too easy faith 
Has twice been baffled in one shameful hour I 
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Ores. Hear me but speak !— you know 1 11 die to 
serve you ! 

Her. I '11 go myself— I 'llstab him at the altar j 
Then drive the poniard, reeking with his blood. 
Through my own heart. 
Better to die with him> than live with you ! 

Ores, That were to make him blest, and me more 
wretched. 
Madam, he dies by me — Have you a foe, 
And shall I let him live? My rival too! 
Ere yon meridian sun declines, he dies ! 
And you shall say, that I deserve your love. 

Her, Go, prince 5 strike home! and leave the rest 
to me ', — 
Let all your ships stand ready for our flight, 

\Exit Orestes. 

Cleo. Madam, you 11 perish in this bold attempt 

Her. Give me my vengeance, I*m content to perish. 
Oh, would Orestes, when he gives the blow. 
Tell him he dies my victim ! 
Haste, my Cleone ! haste, and tell him, 
My revenge is lost, if Pyrrhus knows not 
That he dies by me ! 

Cleo. I shall obey your orders — But I see 
The king approach — Who could expect him here? 

Her. Fly ! O fly ! and bid Orestes 
Not to proceed a step before I see him. 

{Exit Cleone. 

Enter Pyrrhus and Ph(enix. 

Pyr. Madam, I ought to shun an injured princess: 
Your distant looks>eproach me ; and I come 
Not to defend, but to avow, my guilt. 
Pyrrhus will ne'er approve his own injustice, 
Nor form excuses, while his heart condemns him. 
Discharge your anger on this perjured man ! 
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For I abhor my crime ! and should be pleased 
To hear you speak your wrongs aloud : No terms^ 
No bitterness of wrath, nor keen reproach. 
Will equal half the upbraidings of my heart. 

Her. I find, sir, you can be sincere : you scorn 
To act your crimes like other men. 
A hero should be bold 3 above all laws ; 
Be brayely false, and laugh at solemn ties. 
To be perfidious, shows a daring mind ! 
And you have nobly triumph'd o'er a maid ! 
To court me*— to reject me — ^to return — 
Then to forsake me for a Phrygian slave — 
To lay proud Troy in ashes — ^then to raise 
The son of Hector, and renounce the Greeks, 
Are actions worthy the great soul of Pyrrhus ! 

Pyr, Madam, ^o on ; give your resentment birth. 
And pour forth all your indignation on me. 

Her, 'Twould please your queen, should I upbraid 
your falsehood : 
I should o'erflow with tears, and die with grief, 
And furnish out a tale to soothe her pride ; 
But, sir, I would not overcharge her joys. 
If you would charm Andromache, recount 
Your bloody battles^ your exploits, your slaughters. 
Your great achievements in her father's palace. 
She needs must love the man, who fought so bravely. 
And in her sight slew half her royal kindred ! 

Pyr, With horror I look back on my past deeds ! 
I punished Helen's wrongs too far ; I shed 
Too much of blood. But, madam, Helen's daughter 
Should not object those ills the mother caused. 
However, I am pleased to find you hate me — 
I was too forward to accuse myself — 
The man, who ne'ar was loved, can ne'er be false. 
Obedience to a father brought you hither -, 
And I stood bound by prgmise to receive you. 
But our desires were different ways inclined ; 
And you^ I own, were not obligcnl to love mc. 

D '2 
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Her. Have I not loved you> then» perfidious man ? 
For you I slighted all the Grecian princes 3 
Forsook my father's house ; concealed my wrongs. 
When most provoked 5 would not return to Sparta, 
In hopes that time might fix your wavering heart. 
I loved you when inconstant 5 and even now. 
Inhuman king ! that you pronounce my death. 
My heart still doubts, if I should love or hate you— « 
But, oh ! since you resolve to wed another. 
Defer your cruel purpose till to-morrow. 
That I may not be here to grace her triumph ! 
This is the last request I e'er shall miake you — 
See, if the barbarous prince vouchsafe an answer ! 
Go, then, to the loved Phrygian 3 hence ! begone ! 
And bear to her those vows, that once were mine. 
Go, in defiance to the avenging gods ! 
Begone ! the priest expects you at the altar — 
But, tyrant, have a care I come not thither. \^ExU 

Phcen. Sir, did you mind her threats ? Your life \ 
in danger : 
There is no trifling with a woman's rage. 
The Greeks, that swarm about the court, all hate 

you J 
Will treat you as their country's enemy. 
And join in her revenge — Besides, Orestes 
Still loves her to distraction. — Sir, I beg — 

Pyr. How, Phoenix, should J fear a woman's 
threats ? 
A nobler passion takes up all my thoughts : 
I must prepare to meet Andromache. 
Do thou place all my guards about her son : 
If he be safe, Pyrrhus is free from fear. lExit. 

Phcen, Oh, Pyrrhus ! Oh, what pity 'tis, the gods, 
Who fill'd thy soul with every kingly virtue. 
Should leave thee so exposed to wild desires. 
That hurry thee beyond the bounds of reason ! 

[^Flourish. 
But sec, the queen. 
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Magnificeat in royal pride, appears ! ' 

I must obey, and guard her son from danger. [ExiV. 



Enter Andromache and Cephisa. 

Ceph. Madam, once more you look and move a 
queen. 
Your sorrows are dispersed^ your charms revive. 
And every faded beauty blooms anew. 

Andr, Yet all is not as I could wish, Cephisa. 

Ceph. You see the king is watchful o'er your son ; 
Decks him with princely robes— with guards sur- 
rounds him. 
Astyanax begins to reign already. 

Andr, Pyrrhus is noble-minded ; and I fain 
Would live to thank him for Astyanax : 
'Tis a vain thought. — However, since my child 
Has such a friend, 1 ought not to repine. 

Ceph, For Heaven's sake, madam, ^et me know 
your, griefs ! 
If you distrust my faith 

Andr, That were to wrong thee. 
Know, then, the secret purpose of my soul : 
Andromache will not be false to Pyrrhus, 
Nor violate her sacred love to Hector. 
This hour 1 11 meet the king ; the holy priest 
Shall join us, and confirm our mutual vows. 
This will secure a father to my child : 
That done, I have no farther use for life : 
This pointed dagger, this determined hand. 
Shall save my virtue, and conclude my woes. 

Ceph. Oh, never think that I will stay behind 
you! 
Life is not worth my care, when you are gone. 

Andr, I must commit into thy faithful hands 
All that is dear and precious to my soul 3 
Live, and supply my absence to my child. 
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All that remains of Troy ; a future progeny 
Of heroes^ and a distant line of kings^ 
In him, is all entrusted to thy care. 

Ceph, Oh for a spirit^ to support my grief ! — 
Is there aught more, before you go for ever ? 

Andr, Oh, my Cephisa ! my swoln heart is full ! 

I have a thousand farewells to my son 

But tears break in — Grief interrupts my speech ! — 
My soul overflows in fondness ! — Let him know 
I died to save him : 

Season his mind with early hints of glory ; 
Make him acquainted with his ancestors ; 
Trace out their shining story in his thoughts ; 
Dwell on the exploits of his immortal father ; 
And, sometimes, let him hear his mother's name. 
He must be taught to stifle his resentments. 
And sacrifice his vengeance to his safety. 
Should he prove headstrong, rash, or unadvised^ 
He then will frustrate all his mother's virtue. 
Provoke his fate, and I shall die in vain. 

[Flourish irithm. 
Hark, how the trumpet, with its sprightly notes, 
Proclaims th' appointed hour, and calls us hence ! 
Hector, I come, once more a queen, to join thee ! 
Thus, the gay victim, with fresh garlands crown d. 
Pleased with the sacred fife's enlivening sound. 
Through gazing crowds, in solemn state proceeds; 
And, dress'd in fatal pomp, magnificently bleeds. 






SCENB^I.] THE mSTRESSED MOTHER. 4-5 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCKNE I. 



The Palace^ 



Hekmione alone. 

Her. What have I done ! Where am 1 ? Where is 

Pyrrhus ? 
Ye gods ! what mean these horrors ? — Pm undone! 
My soul is on the rack ! I cannot bear it ! 
WTiy do I wander, like some guilty ghost ? 
What brought me to this placer What keeps me 

here^ 
The court of Pyrrhus has no room for me ! 
Do I still doubts if I should love or hate him ? 
Hard-hearted man ! how unconcem'd he left me ! 
Did he once sigh ? bestow one pitying look ? 
Once shed a tear ? or speak one soft^ kind word ? 
Did he so much as feign one moment's sorrow. 
To calm my grief, and mitigate his falsehood ? 
Why am I still thus anxious for his life ? 
Why do I start at his impending fate \ 
Shall he then live ? Shall the base traitor live, 
To laugh at my distress ? No, let him perish ! 
Be quick, Orestes! — Execute my orders! 
Oh^ gods — my orders ! Oh, preposterous guilt ! 
Was it for this I left my father's court ? 
Have I then cross'd so many realms and seas, 
To murder Pyrrhus ? 
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Enter Cleone. 

Oh, Cleone, help me ! 
What have I done ? — Is Pyrrhus yet alive ? 
What say'st thou } — ^Answer me — Where is the king? 
C/eo. Madam, I saw the cruel prince set forward^ 
Triumphant in his looks, and full of joy. 
Still as he walked, his ravish'd eyes were fix'd 
On the fair captive ; while through shouting crowds 
She pass'd along^ with a dejected air, 
And seem*d to mourn her Hector to the last. 

Her, Insulting tyrant ! I shall die with rage ! — 
But say, Cleone, didst thou mark him well ? 
Was his brow smooth ? Say, did there not appear 
Some shade of grief— some little cloud of sorrow ? 
Did he not stop ? Did he not once look back ? 
Didst thou approach him ? Was he not confounded } 

Did he not Oh, be quick, and tell me all! 

Cieo. Madam, the tumult of his joy admits 
No thought but love. Unguarded, he march'd on. 
Midst a promiscuous throng of frieiids and foes ; 
His cares all turn upon Astyanax, 
Whom he has lodged within the citadel, 
Defended by the strength of all his guards. 

Her. Enough !— He dies !— The traitor !— Where 's 

Orestes ? 
Geo. He 's in the temple with his whole retinue. 
Her, Is he still resolute ? Is he still determined } 

Cleo, Madam, I fear 

Her, How ! Is Orestes false ? 
Does he betray me too ? 

Cleo, A thousand doubts 
Perplex his soul, and wound him with remorse ; 
His virtue and his love prevail, by turns. 
He told me Pyrrhus should not fall ignobly — 
Pyrrhus, the warlike son of great Achilles ! 
He dreads the censure of the Grecian states ; 
Of all mankind, and fears to stain his honour 
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Her. Poor tim'rous wretch ! 
Am I bright Helen's daughter ? 
To vindicate her wrongs, all Greece conspired ; 
For her, confederate nations fought, and kings were 

slain 3 
Troy was o'erthrown, and a whole empire felL 
My eyes want force to raise a lover's arm 
Against a tyrant, that has dared to wrong me ! 

Cleo, Madam, like Helen, trust your cause to 
Greece. 

Her. No ! I *11 avenge myself —I '11 to the temple! 
1 *ll overturn the altar — stab the priest ! 
I *11 hurl destruction, like a whirlwind, round me ! 
Stand off! hold me not ! I am all distraction ! 
O Pyrrhus ! tyrant ! traitor ! thou shalt bleed ! 

Enter Orestes. 

Ores. Madam, *tis done — ^your or Jers are obey'd : 
The tyrant lies expiring at the altar. 

Her. Is P3rrrhus slain ? 

Ores. E*en now, he gasps in death. 
Our Greeks, all undistinguish'd in the crowd, 
Flock'd to the temple, and dispersed themselves 
On every side the altar j I was there ; 
Pyrrhus observed me with a haughty eye. 
And, proud to triumph over Greece, in me. 
From his own brows he took the diadem. 
And bound it on the temples of his capti%'c. 
Receive, said he, my crown ; receive my faith ; 
Mine, and my people's sovereign, reign for ever ! — 
From this bless'd hour, a father to yom* son, 
1*11 scourge his foes — henceforwanC be he styled 
The Trojan king. 

His subjects, with loud acclamations, shook 
The spacious dome : Our Greeks, enraged, cried out 
Revenge! revenge! — ^broke through the thronging 

pi^ss. 
And nish*d, tumultuous, on the unguarded king. 
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PyrrhuSj a while, opposed their clashing swords. 
And dealt his fatal blows on every side 
With manly fierceness ; till^ oppressed by numbers. 
Streaming with blood, all over gash*d with woands. 
He reel'd, he groan'd, and at the altar fell. — 
Haste, madam, let ns fly ! haste to our ships ! 
They lie unmoor'd — Our friends attend us there. 

Her, What have they done ! 

Ores, Madam, forgive their rage. 
I own your vengeance had been more complete. 
Had Fyrrhus fallen by me 5 and had he known 
Hermione chastised him by my arm. 

Her, Peace, monster, peace ! — Go, tell thy horrid 
tale 
To savages, and howl it out in deserts ! 
Oh, fell barbarian ! 

What had he done ? What could provoke thy mad- 
ness 
To assassinate so great, so brave a man ? 
Who set thee on ? 

Ores, Oh, grant me patience. Heaven ! 
With your own lips did you not curse the tyrant. 
Pronounce his death, and urge me to destroy him ? 

Her. Oh, gods ! 
My heart, though full of rage, was free from malice ; 
And all my anger was excess of love. 

Ores, Hear me but speak — Heaven knows, against 
my will 

Her, What had your rash officious Greeks, dire 
bloodhounds I 
To do with my revenge ? 
You saw the struggles of my soul 5 you heard me 

rave 

Are these the fruits of your detested love ? 

Avaunt! begone! 

And leave me in Epirus. — I renounce 

My friends, my country, Greece, and all mankind : 

But chiefly I renounce thee ! monster, thee ! [Exit, 
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Ores, Am I awake ? where am I ? Soft, my soul j 
Be not too rash. — Was that Hermione ? 
Why should her anger thunder against me ? ^ 
Was not this blood shed all by her command ?— 
I am, indeed; a most outrageous monster! 
A ruffian^ murderer, a base assassin ! 
And all to please a fsilse ungrateful woman. 
Henceforward, let the laws of nature cease j 
And let the pale, that severs right and wrong. 
Things sacred and profane, be broken down ; 
Gods in their temples, kings upon their thrones. 
Are not in safety while Orestes lives. 
Oh, never more shall my torn mind be heal*d, 
Nor taste the gentle comforts of repose ! 
A dreadful band of gloomy cares surround me. 
And lay strong siege to my distracted soul ! 

Enter Pylades, attended by Greeks. 

P^/. Haste> prince ! let us begone ! 'tis death to 
stay. 
Andromache reigns queen : she gives the alarm, 
And vows revenge upon the foes df Pyrrhus. 
The people arm and muster in the streets : 
Our Greeks will not be able long to guard 
The palace gates, and to secure our flight. 
We must be speedy, sir. 

Ore*. You may depart. 
My friends — Hermione and I remain. 
Her cruelty has quite undone me ! 

PyU Alas, unhappy princess ! she *s no more I 

Ores, Hermione no more !— Oh, all ye powers ! 

Pyl. Full of disorder, wildness in her looks. 
With hands expanded, and dishevell*d hair, 
Breathless and pale, with shrieks she sought the 

temple ; 
In the mid-way she met the corpse of Pyrrhus ; 
She startled at the sight > then, stiff with horror, 
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Gazed frightful ! Waken'd from the dire amaze. 
She raised her eyes to heaven with such a look 
As spoke her sorro^vs, and reproached the gods ; 
Then plunged a poniard deep within her breast^ 
And fell on Pyrrhus, grasping him in death. 

Ores, I thank you, gods ! — I never could expect 
To be so wretched ! — You have been industrious 
To finish your decrees ; to make Orestes 
A dreadful instance of your power to punish : 
I'm singled out to bear the wrath of Heaven. 

Pi/L You hazard your retreat by these delays. 
The guards will soon beset us. Your complaints 
Are vain> and may be fatal. 

Ores, True, my friend : 
And therefore 'twas I thank'd the bounteous gods. 
My fate 's accomplish'd — I ^hall die content. 
Oh, bear me hence— Blow winds ! 

Fyl. Let us begone. 

Ores. The murdered lovers wait me—Hark ! they 
call! 
Nay, if your blood still reeks, I'll mingle mine: 
One tomb will hold us all. 

Pyl, Alas ! I fear 
His ravings will return with his misfortunes. 

Ores, I am dizzy ! — Clouds !— Quite lost in utter 
dakness! 
Guide me, some friendly pilot, through the storm. 
I shiver I Oh, I freeze ! — So — Light returns ; 
'Tis the grey dawn — See, Pylades ! behold ! — 
I am encompassed with a sea of blood ! — 
The crimson billows ! — Oh ! my brain's on fire ! 

PyL How is it, sir ? — Repose yourself on me. 

Ores. Pyrrhus, stand ofi^! — What would'st thou ?— 
How he glares ! 
What envious hand has closed thy wounds ?— Have 

at thee. 
It is Hermione that strikes — Confusion! 
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She catches Pyrrhus in her arms. — Oh, save me ! 
How terrible she looks ! — She knits her brow; 
She frowns me dead ! She frights me into madness ! 
Where am I } — ^Who are you ? 

Py/. Alas, poor prince ! 

Ores, This is most kind, my Pylades — Oh, why. 
Why was I born to give thee endless trouble ? 

Py. All will go well — He settles into reason. 

Ores» Who talks of reason ? Better to have none 
Than not enough. — Run, some one, tell my Greeks 
I will not have them touch the king — ^Now — now ! 
I blaze again ! — See there— Look where they come ! 
A shoal of furies ! — ^How they swarm about me ! 
My terror ! — Hide me ! — Oh, their snaky locks ! 
Hark, how they hiss ! — See, see their darning 

brands ! 
Now they let drive at me ! — How they grin. 
And shake their iron whips ! — ^My ears ! what yel- 
ling! 

And see, Hermione ! — she sets them on 

Thrust not your scorpions thus into my bosom ! 
Oh ! — ^I am stung to death ! — Despatch me soon ! 
There — take my heart, Hermione ! — ^Take it out I 
Disjoint me ! — kill me ! — Oh, my tortured soul ! 

Pj/L Assist me, friends, to bear him off. {^Exeunt. 

Enter Phcenix, attended hy Guards. 

Thcen, All, all are fled ! — Orestes is not here !— 
Triumphant villains ! — 
The ambassador's escape 
Declares his guilt. — ^Most bloody embassy ! 
Most unexampled deeds ! — ^Where, where, ye gods, 
Is majesty secure, if, in your temples. 
You give it no protection ! — See, the queen ! 

[A flourish of Trumpets, 
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Enter Andromache and Cephisa, wiih 
Attendants. 

Andr. Yes^ ye inhuman Greeks ! the time will 
come. 
When you shall dearly pay your bloody deeds ! 
How should the Trojans hope for mercy from you, 
When thus you turn your impious rage on Pyrrhus; 
Pyrrhus, the bravest man in all your league ; 
The man whose single valour made you triumph? 

[^A dead march behind. 
Is my child there ? 

Ceph. It is the corpse of Pyrrhus 5 
The weeping soldiers bear him on their shields. 

Andr. Ill-fated prince ! too negligent of life. 
And too unwary of the faithless Greeks ! 
Cut off, ev*n in the prime of life ; thy triumphs new> 
And all thy glories in full blossom round thee ! 
The very Trojans would bewail thy fate. 

Cepk. Alas, then, will your sorrows never end ? 

Andr. Oh, never, never ! — While I live, my tears 
Will never cease ; for I was born to grieve. — 
Give present orders for the funeral pomp : 

ITo Phcenix. 
Let him be robed in all his regal state 5 
Place round him every shining mark of honour ; 
And let the pile that consecrates his ashes, 
Rise like his fame, and blaze above the clouds. 

[^Exit Phgenix. — A flourish of Trttmpeis, 

Ceph. The sound proclaims th' arrival of the prince. 

Andr. With open arms 1*11 meet him ! — Oh, Ce- 
phisa! 
A springing joy, mix'd with a soft concern, 
A pleasure which no language can express. 
An ecstacy that mothers only feel, 
Plays round my heart, and brightens up my sorrow, 
Like gleams of sunshine in a lowering sky. 



SCENE I.] THE DISTRESSED MOTHER. 53 

Though plunged in ills^ and exercised in care. 

Yet never let th6 noble mind despair. 

When press'd by dangers^ and beset with foes. 

The gods their timely succour interpose 3 

And when our virtue sinks, o'eryhdjafd with grief, 

By unforeseen expedients bring^eUef*^ 

[Exeunt Omncs. 



THE END. 
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REMARKS. 



It is a painful task ta record the calamities vsMdk 
hebJl the human race. The wants^ the difficulties^ 
the vicissitudes of pain and sorrow, in an author's li£i 
are proverbial : but the unhappy author of this Tra^ 
gedy^ in the &te to which he was destined, renders 
tiie iDs of all other poets comparatively small-^he 
became a suicide. 

Dr. John Brown was bom at Rothbury, in the county 
of Northumberland^ in 1715. His &ther was a native 
of Scotland, and curate of Bxythbury^ and a^rwards 
collated to a vicarage in Cumberland. Here his son re- 
ceived his earliest education, and was then sent to St. 
John's College, Cambridge. 

Mr. Brown gained high reputation in the Univer- 
sity, and made choice of divinity for his profesdon. 
His first preferment was to a minor canonry and lec- 
tureship at Carlisle, where he remained in obscurity 
till the rebellion in the year 1745, when he united 
the valour of the soldier to the piety of the eccle- 
siastic, and altering the army a volunteer, acted 
vnth distinguished bravery at the si^e of Carlisle 
castle. He was now ^presented to the living of More* 
land« in Westmoreland. 

On the death of Pppe^ Mr. Brown first ag^^eaxni^ 
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Idl aathor^ by publishing his Essay on Sadre, addressed 
to Dr. Warburton^ by whose interest Lord Hardwicke 
bestowed on him the living of Great Horicesley^ m 
Essex. He now took his degree of Doctor. 

In 1755 this Tragedy was produced, and with suc- 
eess. The year foUowing a seoond tragedy, oalled 
" Athelstan," appeared, by the same audior ; but wkh 
a less kind receptbn. 

Dr. Brown now published his most celebrated wodk, 
" An Estimate of the Manners and Principles of the 
Thnes : ** and the next year was presented to a 
in Newcastle-upon-Tyne. He was also appointied 
of the Chaplains in Ordinary to the King. Heve his 
clerical preferments rested ; which is sqpposed to have 
wounded his ambitious mind. 

Some coolness having 'taken place betweoi Dr. 
Brown and the two great patjx>ns upon whom all lus 
hopes of advancement in the church depended, (Hard- 
wicke and Warburton,) the Doctor accepted an invita- 
tion from the Empress of Russia, to superintend a 
grand design she had formed of extending dvilizatioD 
throughout her vast empire. He prepared fiar bis 
journey — but, perchance, some lingering affection to 
his native land — some irresistible horror at the prospect 
before him, might depress or agitate his spirits to thai 
insanity^ which instigated him to prefer an ignominoiis 
death, to a life of misery. 

It is weU for the literary reputation of this Author 
that he produced othet works besideii dramas. The 
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Tragedy of Barbarossa does not confer much honoui; 
^upon a man of his extensive learning and imputec| 
abilities. He has evidently borrowed from- various ^ 
dramatic productions his &ble^ and also the best of 
his diaraeters, at least liieir corporeal parts 5 for th^ 
spirit of those personages is left behind. 

Garrick, in Achmet, and Mossop^ in the tyrant, ar$ 
supposed to have contributed to the success of this play, 
' by dieir skill in acting, as much a»thc Author did himr 
self, by his art of writing. It appears, that Garrick 
had more anxiety than usual upon such occasions, thai; 
" Barbarossa** should be a &vourite with the town ; 
for he wrote both the Prologue and Epilogue, and even 
delivered the first himself. His civility was not, how- 
ever, repaid by the Author's gratitude; for, having 
made an allusion in lus Epilogue to the oldjast, an 
author's poverty and hunger. Dr. Brovm thought such 
misfortunes d^rading to a deigyman ; and chose to 
be considered inr the quality of a modem, rather than a 
primitive minister of the gospel. 

This is the drama, in which- Master Betty made his 
first appearance on a London stage. Curiosity to see 
him, was equalled by admiration on beholding hlnS. 
His beauty and grace were like that of a serapb. ^ 

Of his genuine talents as an actor, no greater number 
of persons can perhaps judge tlian can estimate the true 
value of a painting — ^aad they are few indeed. 

To aigue the question upon matter of fact, rather 
Iban on the disputed claims of correct taste^ tiUch 
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«very party, ooncschre they poiseiB— these are the 6cts r 
A greet majority of the audience thought young Betty a 
complete traged]an--^yet he fitiled in that power over 
their hearts^ which ought to have ended the argument 
in demonstration. 

Bursts of laughter were excited from the audience id 
^vers parts of this Tragedy on his first appearance, 
which could not have occurred from any adventitious 
burlesque or ludicrous event whatever, had the minds 
of the auditors been once inwrapt, and not left vacant, 
for the quick reception of every trait of ridicule. 



DRAMATIS PERSONJB. 

AcHMET Master Betty. 

Barbaro^sa Mr, Hargrove, 

Othman Mr. Murray, 

Sad I Mr, Cresweil, 

Aladin Mr, C/uipman, 

YusEF Mr, Abbot, 

Hassan Mr. Atkins. 

Officers — Messrs. L. Bologna, Goodwin, Jefferies, 

Lee, Lewiss, Powers, Sarjant, Trueman, 

Zaphira Mrs, Litchfield. 

Irenb Miss Brunton, 

SEifiRA Mrs, Gaudry, 

SCENE,— The Royal Palace of Algiers. 



BARBAROSSA, 



ACT THE FIBST. 



8CENB I. 

Ah Apartment in the Palace, 
Enter Otrman and a Slatb. 

0th. A stranger^ 8ay*8t thou, that inquires of Otik* 
man? 

Slave, He does : and waits admittance, 

0th. Did he tell 
His name and quality } 

Slave. That he dedin'd : 
But call'd himself thy firiehd. 

0th. Wliere didst thou see him > 

Slave. Ev'n now, while twilight clo8*d the diky, I 
spied him 
Musing amid the rains of yon tower 
That overhangs the flood. 

0th. What can this mean ? 
Conduct the stranger to me. [Exit Slayb. 

Perhaps some worthy citizen, returned 
From voluntary exile to Algiers, 
Once known in happier days. 
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Enter Sadi. 

Ah, Sadi here! 
My hoiiour*d friend ! 

Sadi, Stand off— pollute'me not : 
lliese honest arms, tho* worn with want, disdain 
Thy goigeous trappings, eam*d by foul dishonour. 

0th, Forbear Ihy rash reproaches : for beneafeii 
This habit, whidi to thy mistaken eye 
Confirms my guilt, I wear a heart as true 
As Sadi's to my king. 

Sddi Why then beneath 
This cursed roof, this bkdk usurper's palace^ 
Dar*st thou to draw infected air, and five 
The slave of insolence ! 
O shame to dwell 

With murder, lust, and rapine ! did he not 
Come from the depths of Barca*s soHtude, 
Wiih fidr pretence of fidth and firm alfianoe ? ' 
Did not our grateful king, with open arms^ 
Receive him as his guest } O fatel hour ! 
IMd he not then with hot, adulterous eye. 
Gaze on the Queen Zaphira^ Yes, *twas luit. 
Lust gave th* infernal whisper to his soul. 
And bade him murder, if he would enjoy ! 
Yet thou, pernicious traitor^ unabash*d 
Canst wear the murd'rer*s badge. 

0th. Mistaken man ! 
Yet still I love thee : 
Still unprovoked by thy intemperate zeal. 
Could passion prompt me to licentious speech. 
Bethink thee — ^might I not reproach thy flight 
With the foul names of foar and perfidy ? 
Didst thou not fly, when Barbaroesa'A 'iword 
Reek*d with the blood of thy brave OQontrymen }■ 
What then did I? — ^Beneath this hated roo£. 
In pity to my widow*d queen- 

Sadi. In pity ? 



SCENS I.] BABBAROtSA. 9 

0th. Yes, Sadi ! heav*n is witness, pity swBy'd one. 
With honest guile I did inroU my name 
In the black l^t of Barbarossa*s Mends : 
In hope that some pn^itious hour mi^ rise> 
When heav*n would dash the murd'rer fiom Ids throne^ 
And give young Selim to his oiphan*d people. 

Sadi. Indeed ! canst thou be true ? 

Olh. By heav'n, I am. 

Sadi, Why then dissemble thus } 

0th. Have I not told thee } 
I held it vain, to stem the tyrant's pow>. 
By the weak efforts of an ill'tim*d n^. 

Sadi, I find thee honest : and with pride 
WiU join thy counsels. 
Can aught, my friend, be done } 
Can aught be dar'd > 

0th. We groan beneath the scouige. 
This very mom, on felse pretence of vengeance 
For the foul murder of our honoured king. 
Five guiltless wretdies perish'd'on the radc. 

Sadi. O my devoted country ! 
But say, the widow'd queen — my heart Ueeds fas \m* 

0th. If pain be life, she lives : but in sudi woej 
As want and slavery might view with pity. 
And bless their hi^pier lot. 
Hanm*d round by tenors. 
Within this cruel palace, onoe the seat 
Of ev'ry joy, thro* seven long tedious years. 
She mourns her murdered lord, her exil'd son. 
Her peofde fallen : the murd*rer of her lord^ - 
Returnii^ now from conquest o*er the Moors, 
Tempts her to marriage; but, with noble fimuMM, 
Surpassing female, she rejects his vows. 
Scorning the horrki union. Meantime he. 
With ceaseless hate, pursues her exil'd soo; 
Ens this, p^)sq[w, 1^ bleeds. A murd*ring niflSan 
Is sent to watdi his steps, and plunge the di^gger 
Into bss guiltless breast. 
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8adi. Is tliis thy fiiith ! 
Tamely to witness to such deeds of hoiror ! 
Give me thy pcngiudrd ; kad me to the tyrant. 
What tho* snrromiding guards— 
• Oth, Repress thy rage. 
Thou wik alarm th^ palace^ wilt invcdve 
Thyself^ thy friend^ in ruin. Haste thee hence ; 
Haste to the remnant of our loyal fiiends^ 
And let maturer councils rule thy zeal. 

Scuii, Yet let us ne'er forget our prince's wrcMigp: 
Remember^ Othman^ (and let vengeance rise) 
How in the pangs of deaths and in his gore 
Wdt'ring, we found our prince ! 
His royal bloody 

The life-blood of his people^ o*er the bath 
Ran purple ! Oh^ remember ! and revenge ! 

0th. Doubt not my zeal. But haste^ and seek our 
fiiends. 
Near, to the western port Almanzor dwells. 
Yet unseduc*d by Barfoarossa's power. 
He will disclose to thee, if aught be heard 
Of Sdim's safety, or (what more I dread) 
Of Selim*s death. Thence best may our reaolvet 
Be drawn hereafter. 

Sadi. I obey Ihee. 
Near to die western port, thou say'st ? 

0th, Ev'n there. 
Qose by the blasted palm-tree, where the mosque 
O'erlooKs the dty. Haste thee hence, my friend. 
I would not have thee found within these walls. 

[Flourith. 
And hark — ^these warlike sounds proclaim th' approach 
Of the proud Barbarossa, with h^ train. 
Begone 

Sadi, May dire disease and pestilence 
Hang o'er his steps \ — ^Farewell — ^Remember, Othmw, 
Thv queen's, thy prince's, and thy country's wrong. 

lExit Sa»i. 
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0th, When I foi^t them^ be contempt my lot ! 
^et, for the bve I bear them, I must wrap 
hly deep resentments in the specious guise 
Of smiles, and fair deportment. 

Enter Barbarossa, Guards, &c. 

Bar. Vidiant Othman, 
\re these vile slaves impaled ? 

0th. My lord, they are. ^ 

Bar. Did not the, rack extort confession from them ^ 

0th. They died obdurate : while the melting crowd 
Wept at their groans and anguish. 

Bar. Curse on their womanish hearts ! 
But why sits that sadness on thy brow : 
While joy for my return. 
My sword victorious, and the Moors o'erthrown^ 
Resounds through all my palace. 

0th. Mighty warrior ! 
The soul, inteijt on offices of love. 
Will oft neglect or scorn the weaker proof 
Which smiles or speech can give. 

Bar. Well : Be it so. 
To guard Algiers finom anarchy's misrule 
I sway the r^al sceptre. 
But *tis strange 

That, when with open arms, I would receive 
Young Selim, would restore the crown which deatb 
Reft from his &ther*s head — ^he scorns my bounty. 
And proudly kindles war in fordgn dimes 
Against my power, who sav*d his bleeding country. 

Enter Aladin. 

Aladin. Brave prince, I bring thee tidings 
Of high concernment to Algiers and thee. 
Young Selim is no more. 

0th. Selim no more! 

Bar, Why that astomshmeot? 
He was our bitterer foe. 
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0th. So peri^ all Ihy causdess enemiei ! 

Bar. How £ed fhe prince, and where ! 

Aladm, The niniour tells 
That, flying to Oran, he there begged duoooun 
From Ferdinand of Spain, t' invade Algiers. 

Bar, From Christian dogs ! 

0th, How ! league with infidels ! 

Aladvn, ^And there held council with the haughty 
Spaniard, 
To conquer and dethrone thee ; but in ysun : 
For in a dark encounter with two slaves. 
Wherein the one fell by his youthful arm, 
Selim at length M^as slain. 

Bar, Ungrateful boy ! 
Oft have I courted him to meet my kindness ; 
But still in vain ; he shunn'd me fike a pestilence : 
Nor could I e'er behold him, since the down 
Ck)ver'd his manly cheek. — How many years 
Numbered he ? 

0th, I think, scarce thirteen when his i&ther died, 
And, now, some twenty. 

Bar, Othman, now for proof 

Of undissembled service. ^Well I know. 

Thy long experienc'd feitli liath plac'd thee high 

In the queen's confidence : 

Othman, she must be won. 

Plead thou my cause of love : 

Make her but mine. 

And such reward shall crown thy zeal, 

Ab shall outsoar thy wishes. 

0th, Mighty king. 
Where duty bids, I go. 

Bar, Then haste thee, Othman, 
Ere yet the rumour of her son's decease 
Hath reached her ear ; 

Tell her, I come, borne on the wings of love !— — 
Haste— fly— I follow thee. \lixit Otmu» 

Now Aladlu^ 
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Now fortune bears us to the vridbk^d for port. 
This yma ^e rock I dreaded. Dodt not ^biak 
Th* attempt was greatly darii^ ? 

Aladm. Bold as needful. 
What booted h to cut the old serpoit off. 
While the young adder nested in his place ? 

Bar, True : Algiers is mine 
Without a rival. 
Yet I wonder much, 
Omar returns not : Omar> whom I sent 
On this high trust. I fear, *tis he hath fidl'n. 
Didst thou not say two slaves encountered Selim ? 

Aladin, Ay, two ; 'tis rumoured so. 

Bar, And that one fell ? 

Aladin, By Seiim*s hand ; while his companion 
Planted his happier steel in Selipi's heart. 
' Bar, Omar, I fear, is &ll'n. From my right hand 
I gave my signet to the trusty slave ; 
And bade him send it, as the certain pledge 
Of Selim*s death, if sickness or captivity. 
Or wayward fiite, should thwart his qmck return. 

Aladin. The rumour yet is young; ; periiaps fbronus 
The trusty slave's approach. 

Bar. We'll wait th' event. 
Mean time give out, that now the widow'd queen 
Hath dried her tears, prepar'd to crown my love 
By marriage rites -, spread wide the flatt'ring tale : 
For if persuasion win not ha: consent^ 
Pow'r shall compel. 

This night my wHl devotes to feast and joy. 
For conquest o'er the Moor. Hence, Aladin -, 
And see the night-watch close the palace roui^. 

[Exit Alabik. 
Nofwto the queen. My heart expands with hope. 
Let Ugh am&ition flounsh; in Sdim's blood 
Its root ia fltmdc : from this, the riang stem 
Aonily shall branch o'er Afiie's contUMOt^ 
And stretdi from shore to shore. 
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Enter Irene. 
My wayward daughter — stiD will thy iblly thwaK 
Each purpose of my soul ?— When pleasiunes symg 
Beneath our feet, thou spura*st the proffisr*d boon 
To dwell with sorrow. — Why these siiEen tears > 

Irene, Let not these tears offend my &ther*s tyn | 
They are the tears of pity. From the queen 
I come, thy suppliant. 

Bar, What wouldst thou urge } 

Irene, Thy dread return from war. 
And proffer'd love, have open*d ev*ry wound 
The soft and lenient hand of time had dos'd. 
If ever gentle pity touch'd thy heart, 
Uige not thy command 
To see her^ her distracted soul is bent 
To mourn in solitude. She asks no more. 

Bar, She mocks my love." How many tedioui yous 
Have I endur'd her coyness ! — ^Had not war. 
And great ambition, call'd me from Algiers, 
Ere this my pow'r had reach'd what she d^es. 
But there*s a cause which touches on my peace. 
And bids me brook no more her fiedse ddays, 

Irene. Oh, frown not thus ! 
But look more kindly on me^ 
Let thy consenting pity mix with mine. 
And heal the woes of weeping majesty. 
Unhappy queen ! 

Bar, What means that gushing tear ? 

Irene. Oh never shall Irene taste of peace. 
While poor Zaphira mourns. 

Bar. Is this my child l 
Perverse and stubborn ! as thou lov'st thy peace. 
Dry up thy tears. What ! damp the g&aiml triumph 
That echoes through Algiers ! which now shall peroe 
The vaulted heav*n, as soon as hme shall spread 
Young Selim's death, my empire's bitterest foe. 

Irene, O generous Sc^snX {fFe^. 

Bar, Ah! there's iaoT^Vx\l\o». 
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TdD me, Irene — on Hiy dutyteQ me, 
Why> at this detested name of Sdim, 
Afi^ thy sorrow streams > 

Irene. Yes, I vnJl tell thee^ 
For he is gone^ and dreads thy hate no more ; 
My fbther knows^ that scarce five moons are past 
Since the Moors seiz*d^ and sold me at Oran, — 
A hopeless captive in a foreign dime. 

Bar, Too well I know^ and rue the &tal day. 
But what of this ? 

Irene. Oft have I told thee. 
How midst the throng a youth appear*d : Im eye 
Bright as the morning star. 

Bar. And was it Sdim ? 
Did he redeem thee ? 

Irene. With unsparing hand 
He paid th* allotted ransom : at his feet I wqpt^ 
Dissolved in tears of gratitude and joy. 
But when I told my quality and hirdi. 
He started at the name^ Barbarossa } 
Yet with recovery mild, 

'' Go to Algiers,** he cried 5 '' protect my mother. 
And be to her what Sdim is to thee.** 
Ev*n such my £Either, was the gen*rous youth. 
Who, by the hands of bloody, bloody men, 
lies number*d with the dead. 

Bar. Amazement chills me ! 
Was this thy unknown friend conceal*d finom me> 
False — ^feitMess child ! 

Irene. Could gratitude do less ? 
He said thy wraSi pursu*d him; thence conjur'd me 
Not to reveal his name. 

Bar. Thou treacherous maid. 
To stoop to freedom from thy &ther*8 foe ! - 

Irene. Alas, my &ther. 
He never was thy foe. 

Bar. What ! plead for Sdim ! 
O coward ! trait^restf to thy fether*8 glcny ! 
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Thou should'st have liT'd a slave^ been sold to 
Be^ banished to Hie depths of howling deaerts^ 
Been aught but what thou art, rather than blot 
A fether's honour by a deed so vSe. 
Hence firom my sight! henoe, thou unthankfol cfafldt 
Beware thee ;-Hshun the queen : nor taint her ear 
With Selim's fete. — ^Yes, she shall crown my knra j 
Or, by our prophet, she shall dread my pow'r. 

lExii BARBAmOf 8A. 

Irene. Unhappy queen ! 
To what new scenes of horror art thou doom*d ! 
She but entreats to die 

In her dear father*s tent ; thither, good queen^ 
My care shall speed thee, while suspicion sleepa. 
Wliat tho* my frowning fether pour his rage 
On my defenceless head ; yet innocence 
Shall yidd her firm support ! and cooadoaa Tirtue 
Gild all my days. Could I but save Zaphka, 
Let the storm beat; I'll we^ and pray tfll die> 
And heav'n, forget my fether e*er was cmeL [EsU 



ACT THE SECOND. 

SCENE I. 

"Another apartment. 

Zaphira discovered, 

Zaph. When shall I be at peace? — O ri^leoiif 
heav'n 
Strengthen niy fiaintsng «a\3\, viV^^^s^^tscfid tiK 

\ 
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To oonfidenoe in thee ! — but woes on woes 
Overwhelm me ! first my husband— ^ow my son ! 
Both dead ! — ^bofli slau^ter*d by the bloody hand 
Of Barbarossa ! what infernal power , 

Undiain*d thee from thy native depth of hdl 
To stalk the earth with thy destructive train^ 
Murder and lust ! to wake domestic peace 
And every heart-felt joy ! 

Enter Othman. 

O &ithful Othman ! 

Our fears were true ; — my Selim is no more ! 

0th. Has tiien the fetal secret reached thine ear ? 
Inhuman tyrant ! 

Zaph, Strike him^ heav*n^ with thunder ! 
Nor let Zaphira doubt thy provi(^ence. 

0th. Twas what we fear*d. Oppose not heav'n'a 
high will. 
Nor struggle with the ten-feld chain of fete 
That links thee to thy woes ! oh, rather yield. 
And wait the happier hour, when innocence 
Shall we^ no more. Best in that pleasing hope. 
And yield thyself to heavenr^my honoured queen^ 
The king 

Zaph. Whom styFst tiiou king ? 

Oth. 'Tis Barbarossa. 

Zaph. Does he assume the name of king ? 

Oth. He does. 

Zaph. O title vilely pnrchas*d! bytfaeUood 
Of innocence ! by treaudli&ry and murder ! 
May heav*n, incens*d, pour down its vengeance on him; 
Blast all his joys, and turn them into horror. 
Till phrensy rise, and bid him curse the hour 
That gave his crimes their birth ! my feitfafol Oth- 
man, 
My sole surviving prop ! can'st thou devise 
No secret means, by which I may escape 
Thi« hated palace I with undaunted step 

b2 
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rd roam the WB$te, to reach my fiither*! vatoa 

Of dear Mutija ! can no means be found 

To fly these blackening horrors that surround loe } 

0th. That hope is vain ! the tyrant kiiowa thy 
hate. 
Hence^ day and night, his guards enyiron thee. 
Rouse not then his anger ; 
Let soft persuasion and mild doquenoe 
Redeem that liberty^ which stem rebuke 
Would rob thee of for ever. 

Zaph, An injur'd queen 
To kneel for libertv ! and. oh I to whom ! 
£v*n to the murderer of her lord and son ! 
O^ perish first, Zaphira ! yes, 1*11 die ! 
For what is life to me ? my dear, dear lord ! 
My hapless child ! — yes, I will foUow you. 

0th. Wilt thou not see him, then > 

Zaph, I will not, Othman ; 
Or if I do, with bitter imprecation. 
More keen than poison shot from serpents* tong^ues, 
1*11 pour my curses on him ! 

0th, WiU Zaphira 
Thus meanly sink in woman's fruitless rage. 
When she should wake revenge ? 

Zaph. Revenge } — O teU me — 
Tell me but how ? what can a helpless woman ? 

Oih, Gain but the tyrant's leave, and reach thy 
&ther : 
Pour thy complaints before him : let thy wrongs 
Kindle his indignation, to pursue 
This vile usurper, till unceasing war 
Blast his ill-gotten pow'r. 

Zaph. All ! — ^say'st thou, Othman } 
Thy words have shot like lightning thro' my frame; 
And all my soul's on fire ! — ^Thou faithful friend ! 
Yes — ^with more gentle speech I'll sooth his pride— < 
Regain my freedom ; — T&axh my &ther'8 t«its } 
There paint my coiuitless woes. His kindling nff 



\ 



iCENS H] BAKBAROfSA. IP 

Shall wake the valHes into honest vengeanoe : 
The sudden storm shall pour on Barfaarossa^ 
And ef 'rj glowing warrior steep his shaft 
In deadlier poison^ to revenge my wrongs. 

0th. There spoke the queen.— >But as thou kxv'si thy 
freedom^ 
Touch not on Selim's death. Thy soul wiU kindle. 
And passion mount in flames that wiU consume thee. 

Zaph. My murdered son ! — Yes, to revenge thy 
death, 
I'll speak a language which my heart disdains. 

Oth. Peace, peace ! the tyrant comes : Now, in* 
jur*d queen. 
Plead for thy freedom, hope for just revenge. 
And check each rising passion. [EtU Othman 



Enter Barbarossa. 

Bar, Hail, sovereign £ur ! in whom 
Beauty and majesty consoire to diarm ! 
Behold the conqueror. 

Zaph. O Barbarossa ! 
No more the pride of conquest e'er can charm 
My widow'd heart ! With my departed lord 
My love lies bury'd ! 

Then turn thee to some happier &ir, whose heart 
May crown thy growing love with love sincere j 
F jr I liave none to give. 

Bar, Love ne'er should die : 
'Tis the soul's cordial ; 'tis the fount of life ; 
Therefore should spring eternal in the breast : 
One object lost, another should succeed. 
And all our life be love. 

Zaph. Urge me no more: — ^Thou might*8t witt 
equal hope 
Woo the cold nuirble, weeping oVr a tomb. 
To meet thy wishes ! But if j^*rou8 love 
'Dwell in thy breast, vouchsare me proof rinoei^ : 
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Give me safe convoy to the native vales 
Of dear Mutija^ where my fether reigns. 

Bar, Oh^ blind to profi^r*d bliss ! vfhai, foaStf qaat 
This pomp 

Of empire^ for an Arab*s wand*ring tent ! 
Where the mock chieftain leads his vagrant tribes 
From plain to plain^ and ^untly shadows out 
The majesty of kings ! — Far other joys 
Here sluJl attend thy call. 
Submissive realms 

ShaU bow the neck ; and swarthy kings and qoeoif. 
From the far distant Niger and tiie Nik, 
Drawn captive at my conquering chariot wfaeeb^ 
ShaU kneel before thee. 

Zaph, Pomp and pow*r are toys, 
Whidi ev*n the mind at ease may wdL disdain ; 
But, ah ! what mockery is the tinsel pride 
Of splendour, when the mind 
Lies desolate within ;— Such, such, is mine ! . 
0*erwhelm*d with ills, and dead to every joy : 
Envy me not this last request, to die 
In my dear father's tents ! 

Bar. Thy suit is vain — 

Zaph. Tlius kneeling at thy feet. 

Bar. liiou thankless feir ! 
Thus to repay the labours of my love ! 
Had I not seiz'd the throne when Selim died> 
Ere this, thy foes had laid Algiers in ruin : 
I check'd the warring pow'rs, and gave you peace. 
Make thee but mine, 

I will descend the throne, and call thy son 
From banishment to empire. 

Zaph. Oh, my heart ! 
Can I bear this } — 

Inhuman tyrant ! Curses on thy head ! 
May dire remorse and anguish haunt thy throne^ 
And gender in thy bosom fell despair ! 
Despair as deep as imcv!& \ 

\ 
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Bar, What meam Zs^phira? 
"Wlnt means this burst of grief ? 

Zop^. Thou fell destroyer ! 
Had not guilt steel*d thy hearty u.wak*nii]g oon- 

sdenoe 
Would flash conviction on thee^ and each look, 
iShot from these eyes, be arm*d with serpent horroni^ 
To turn thee into stones ! — Relentless man ! 
Who did the bloody deed ? Oh, tremble, guHt, 
Where'er thou art ! — Look on me 5 tell me, tyrant ! 
Who slew my blameless son ? 

Bar, What envious ton^e 
Hath dar*d to taint my name with sbnder ? 
Thy Selim lives : Nay more, he soon shall reign. 
If thou consent to bless me. 

Zaph, Never! Oh, nevar — Sooner would I roam 
An unknown exile through the torrid dunes 
Of Afric, sooner dwell with wolves dnd tigers. 
Than mount with thee mv murdered SeUm*8 throne ! 

Bar. Rash queen, forbear! think on thy captive 
state; 
Remember, that within these palace walls 
I am omnipotent : — ^Yidd thee then : 
Avert the gathering horrors that surround thee> 
And dread my pow'r incensed. 

Zaph. Dares thy licentious tongue pollute mine 
ear 
With that foul menace ! — ^T)rnmt. Dread'st thou not 
Th* all-seeing eye of Heav*n, its lifted thunder. 
And all the reddening vengeance which it stores 
For crimes like Hune? — Yet know, Zaphira sooros 

thee. 
Tho' robb'd by thee of every dear support. 
No tyrant's threat can awe the free bom soul. 
That greatly dares to die. ^Exit Zaphiba. 

Bar, Where should she learn the tale ci, Sdim*f 
death? 
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Could Othman dare to tdl it ! If he did. 

My rage shall swe^ him^ swifter than the whiilwind^ 

To instant death ! 



Enter Aladin. 

OAladm! 

Timely thou com^st^ to ease my kb'ring tfaought. 

That swells with indignation and de^iair. 

Tliis stubborn woman — 

Aladin, What^ unconquer^d still ? 

Bar, The news of Selim*8 fiUe hath readi*d her 
Whence could this come? 

Aladin, I can resolve the doubt. 
A female slave^ attendant on Zaphira, 
Overheard the messenger who brou^t the tak. 
And gave it to her ear. 

Bar, Perdition seize her ! 
Nor threats can move^ nor promise now allure 
Her haughty soul : Nay, she defies my pow'r ; 
And talks of death, as if her female form 
Inshrin'd some hero*s spirit. 

Aladin, Let her rage foam. 
I bring thee tidings that vnll ease thy pain. 

Bar, Say'st thou> — Speak on — O give me qaSA 
relief! 

Aladin, The gallant youth is come, who slew her 
son. 

Bar. Who, Omar ? 

Aladin, No -, unhappy Omar fell 
By Selim's.hand, But Achmet, whom he join*d 
His brave associate, so the youth bids tell thee, 
Reveng'd his death by Selim's. 

Bar, Gallant youth ! 
Bears he tlie fflgnet ? 

Aladin. Ay. 

Bar, That speaks him true. — Conduct mm, Aladin. 
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This IB beyond my hope. The secret ple^gtt 
Restor'd^ prevents suspicion of the deed. 
While it confirms it done. 



Enter Sblim disguised as Achmet, and Aladin. 

Selim. Hail, mighty Barbarossa ! As the pledge 

IKneeis^ 
Of Selim*s death, behold thy ring restored : — 
That pledge vnH speak tlie rest. 

Bar. Rise, valiant youth 4 
But first, no more a slave — ^I give thee freedom 
Thou art the youth, whom Omar (now no more) 
Join'd his companion in this brave attempt } 

Selim, I am. 

Bar, Then tell me how you sped, — ^Where found ye 
That insolent ? 

Selim, We found him at Oran, 
Plotting deep mischief to thy throne and peo{^ ^ 

Bar. Well ye repaid the traitor. — 

Selim, As we ought. 
While ni^t drew on, we leapt upon our prey. 
Full at his heart brave Omar aim*d the poignard. 
Which Selim shunning, vnrench'd it from his haiid« 
Then plung'd it in his breast. I hasted on. 
Too late to save, yet I revenged my firiend : 
My thirsty dagger with repeated blows 
Scarch*d every artery : They fi^ together. 
Gasping in folds of mortal enmity ; 
And thus in fiiowns expir*d. 

Bar, Well hast thou sped : 
Thy dagger did its offioe, feithful Adunet ! 
And high reward shall wait thee. — One thing 
Be the thought fortunate ! — Go, seek the queen. 
For know, &e rumour of her Sdim's death 
Hath reach'd her ear : Hence daik yjspidoQS rise, 
Glancing at me. Go, tell her^ that tfaoii saw'st 
Her (Km expire ; — ^that with his dying breath. 
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He did conjure her to receive my tow0» 
And give hsr country peace. 

Enter Othman, 

Most weloome Othman, 
Behold this gallant stranger. He hath done 
The state good service. Let some high reward 
Await him^ such as may overpay his zeal. 
Conduct him to the queen -, for he hath news. 
Worthy her ear, from her departed son. 
Such as may win her love — Come, Aladin ; 
The banquet waits our presence 5 — ^festal joy 
Laughs in the mantling goblet ; and the nig^^ 
Illumined by the taper's dazzling beam. 
Rivals depaurted day. 

{^Exeunt Barbarossa and Auk 

Selim, What anxious thought 
Bolls in thine eye^ and heaves thy laboring breast > 
Why join*8t thou not the loud excess of joy 
That riots thro' the palace } 

0th. Dar'st thou tell me 
On what dark errand thou art here } 

Selim. I dare. 
Dost thou not perceive the savage lines of blooa 
Deform my visage ? Read'st not in mine eye 
Remorseless fury ? — I am Selim's murd'rer. 

0th, Selim's murd'rer 

Selim. Start not from me. 
My dagger thirsts not but for regal blood — 
Wliy this amazement ? 

0th, Amazement ! — No — 'tis wdl : — 'tis f 
should be — 
He was indeed a foe to Barbarossa. 

SeUm, And therefore to Algiers : — Was it not 1 
Why dost thou pause : What passion shakes thy fri 

0th. Fate, do thy worst ! I can no more 
aemble 3 
Can I umn0V'4 behold the murd'ring ndfian. 
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Smear'd with my prince's Uood ! — Go, te& the tjnaaX, 
Othman defies his pow*r ; that, tor'd with I^, 
He dares his bloody hand, and pleads to <fie. 

SeUm. What, didst thoa love this S^m > 

Oth. All men lov*d him. 
He was of such unmix*d and blam^esB quBhtr, 
That envy, at tus praise stood mute, nor du^d 
To suUy his &ir name. Remorsdess tyrant ! 

Selim, I do comiuend thy fiuth. And since thou 
lov*st him, 
I'll whisper to thee, that with honest guile 
I have deeeiv*d this tyrant Barbaroesa. 
Selim is yet alive. 

OM. Alive ! 

Selim. Nay, more 

Selim is in Algiers. 

Oth. Impossible ! 

Selim. Nay, if thou doubt*st, 1*11 bring him h«th«r, 
straight. 

Oth. Not for an empire ! 
Thou might'st as well bring the devoted lamb 
Into the tiger's den. 

Selim. But TH bring him 
Hid in such deep disgiuse^ as shall deride 
Suspicion, tho* she wear ^ lynx's eyes. 
Not even thyself couldst know him. 

Oth. Yes, sure : — too sure to hazard such an aN^fiil 
trial. 

Selim. Yet seven revolving years, worn out 
In tedious exile, may have wrought such change 
Of voice and feature^ in the state of ybuth. 
As might elude thine eye. 

Oth. No time can blot 
The memory of his sweet majestic mien. 
The lustre of his eye ! besides, he wears 
A mark indelible, a beauteous scftr, 
^li^ CHI his forehead by a furious pard, 
AVhlch, rushing on his mother, Selim slew, 

c 
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SeUm, A scar t 

0th, \y, oa his Scni'hbMt, 

Selim. What, like this f [Lining his turban. 

0th, Whom do I see ?— am I awake . — my prinoe ! 

[^Kneelt, 
My honoured, honour'd king ! 

Selim, 'Rise, faithful Othman : 
Thus 1^ me thank thy truth ! [£ifo6races Aim. 

Olh, O happy hour ! 
\ Selim. Why dost thou tremble thus? Why grasp 

my hand? 
And why that ardent gaze? Thou canst not douot 
me? 

0th. Ah, no ! I see thy sire in ev'ry line. 
How did my prince escape the murd'rer*s hand ? 

Selim. I wrench'd the dagger from him ; and gave 
back 
That death he meant to bring. The ruffian wore 
The tyrant's signet : — '' Take this ring,'* he cried, 
^' The sole return my dying hand can make the^ 
For its accurst attempt ; tlus pledge restor'd. 
Will prove thee skdn : Safe may'st thou see Algiers, 
Unknown to all." — This said, th' assassin died. 

Olh. But how to gain admittance, thus imknown ? 

Selim. Disguis'd as Selim's murderer I come : 
Th' accomplice of the deed : the ring restored, 
Gain'd credence to my words. 

0th. Yet ere thou cam'st, thy death was ru- 
mour'd here. 

Selim. I spread the flatt'ring tale, and sent it hither; 
That babbling rumoiu-, like a lying dream. 
Might make belief more easy. Tell me, Othman, 

And yet I tremble to approach the theme, 

How &res my mother ? does she still retain 
Her native greatness ? 

0th. Still : — ^in vain the tyrant 
Tempts her to marriage, tho' with impiout threali 
Of death or violatioiu 



\ 
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Selim. May kind Heav*!! 
Strengthen her virtue^ and by me reward it \ 
When shall I see her« Othnuin ? 

0th, Yet, my prince^ 
I tremble for thy presence. 

Selim. Let not fear 
Sully thy virtue : *tis the lot of guilt 
To tramble. What haUi innocence to do with fear > ^ 

Otk. Still my heart 
Forebodes some dire event : — O quit these walls ! 

Selim, Not till a deed be done^ which ev'iy tyrant 
Shall tremble when he hears. 

OM., What means my prince t 

Selim, To take just vengeance for a fether*8 blood, 
A mother*s sufferings, and a people*s groans. 

0th. Alas, my prince ! thy single arm is weak 
To combat multitudes. 

Selim. Therefore I come. 
Clad in this murd'rer*s guise — ^Ere morning shines^ 
This, Othman ! — this — shall drink the tyrant's Uood. 

^Shows a dagger 

Olh, Heaven shield thy life— Let caution rule 
Thy zeal! 

Selim, Nay, think not that I come 
Blindly impelled by fiiry or despair ; 
For I have seen our friends, and parted now 
From Sadi and Almanzor. 

0th, Say ^whathope? 

My soul is all attention 

Selim. Mark me, then ; 
A chosen band of citizens this ni^t 
Will storm the palace : while the glutted troops 
Lde drendi*d in surfeit, the confederate city. 
Bold thro* despair, have sworn to \^rekk their diain 
By one wide skni^ter. I, mean tone, have 
The palace, and will wait th* afipointed hour. 
To guard Z^hira from the tyrant's rage 
Amid the deidifiil i^ruar. 
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0th, Heav*n protect ih ce - ■ 
•Tis dreadful ^what's tiie hour ? 

Selim. I left our fiieods 
In secret council. Ere the dem) of vUfi^ 
Brave Sadi will report their last reaoIvfiB.-^ 
Now lead me to the queen. 

0th. Brave prince^ beware ! 
Her joy9 or &ar's excess would suie betray thee. 
Thou shalt not see her till the tyrant perish ! 

Selim, I must. — ^I led some secret impulse urge me. 
Who knows that *tis not the last parttng interview 
We ever shall obtain ? 

0th. Then, on thy liife. 

Do not reveal thyself. Assume the name 

Of Selim*s friend ^ sent to confirm her virtue^ 
And warn her that he lives. 

Selim. It shaU be so. — I yield me to thy wrill. 

0th. Thou greatly darmg youth ! May angels 
watch. 
And guard thy upright purpose ! That Algiers 
May reap the blessings of a virtuous reign. 
And all thy godlike father shine in thee ! 

Selim. Oh, thou hast rous'd a thought, on which 
revenge 
Mounts with redoubled fire ! — ^Yes, here, even here,— 
Beneath this very roof, my honour'd father 
Shed round his blessings, till accursed treachery 
Stole on his peaceful hour ! O, blessed shade ! 

IKnali. 
If yet thou hover'st o'er thy once lov'd clime, 
Now aid me to redress thy bleeding wrongs ! 
Infuse thy mighty spirit into my breast. 
Thy firm and dauntless fortitude, unaw'd 
By peril, pain, or death ! that, undismay'd, 
I may pursue the just intent, and dare 
Or bravely to revenge> or bravely dir. * [JEMtuii 
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ACT THE THIRD. 



SGKNS L 



T*he palace. 
Enter Irenb. 

s 
f 

Irene. Can air-draTni visions mock the waking eye ? 
Sure 'twas his image ! — 
This way, sure he mov*d. 

"But, oh^ how changed — ^he wears no gentle smiles^ 
But terror in his frown. He comes — *tis he ; — 
For Othman points him thither, and departs. 
Disguised, he seeks the queen 3 secure, p^rfaaps^ 
And heedless of the ruin that surrounds him. 
O^ generous Selim ! can I see thee thus : 
And not forewarn such virtue of its &t^f 
Forbid it gratitude ! 

Enter Selim. 

Selim, Be still, ye sighs ! 
Ye struggling tears of filial love, be still. 
Down, down, fond heart ! 
^ Irene. Why, stranger, dost thou wander here } 

Selhn. Oh, ruin ! [Shunning her. 

Irene. Bless'd is Irene ! blest if Selim lives ! 

Selim. Am I betra/d ! 

Irene. Betray*d to whom ? to her 
'Who6<^ grateful heart would rush on death '^to save 
£ee! 

Selim» It was my hope 
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That time had veil'd all semblance of my youth. 
Am I then known } 

Irene, To none^ but love and me — 
To me^ who late boheld thee 9k Ona y 
Who saw thee here, beset with unseen peril. 
And flew to save the guardian of my honour. 

Selim, Thou sum of ev*ry worUi ! thou heav'n of 
sweetness ! 
How could I pour forth all my soul before thee. 
In vows of endless truth I — it must not be ! — 
This is my destin*d goal ! — the mansion drear. 
Where grief and anguish dwell ! where bitter tears. 
And sighs and lamentations choke the voice. 
And quench the flame of love ! 

Irene, Yet virtuous prince. 
Though love be silent, gratitude may speak. 
Hear, then, her voice, which warns thee fitxm these 

walls. 
Mine be the grateful task, to tell the queen. 
Her Selim lives. Ruin and death inclose thee. . 
O, speed thee hence, while yet destruction sleeps. 

Selim. Would it were possible ! 

Irene, What can prevent it ? 

Selim, Justice ! fate, and justice ! 
A murder'd fether's wrongs I 

Irene. Justice, said'st tihou ? 
That word hath struck me, like a peal of thunder ! 
Thine eye, which wont to melt with gentle love. 
Now glares with terror ! thy approach by night — 
Thy dark disguise, thy looks and fierce demeanour^ 
Yes, all conspire to tdl me, I am lost ! 
Ah ! prince, take heed ! I have a fether too ! 
Think, Selim, what Irene must endure. 
Should she be guilty of a &ther*s blood ! 

Selim, Come on, then. Lead me to him. Glut (hint 

With Sdim's blood 



Irene, Was e*er distress like mine ! 
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O, SeUm, can I see my &ther perii^x t 
Heaven will ordain some gentler^ happier meana. 
To heal thy woe^ ! thy daj-k attempt is big 
\^th horror and destruction ! generous prince 1 
Resign thy dreadful purpose, ^id depart ! 

Selim. May not I see Zaphira, ere I go ? 
Thy gentle pity will not, sure, deny us 
The mournful pleasure of a parting tear ? 

Irene, Go, then, and give her peace. But fly these 
walls. 
As soon as morning shines : — else, though despair 
Drives me to madness j — yet — to save a &ther ! — 
O, Selim ! spare my tongue the horrid sentence ! — 
Fly ! ere destruction seize thee ! ' [^Exit Irens. 

Selim, Death and ruin ! 
Must I then fly } — ^what !— coward-like betray 
My fiUher, mother, friends ! vain terrors, hence ! 
Danger looks big to fear*s deluded eye : 
But coimige, on the heights and steeps of fete. 
Dares snatch her glorious purpose from the edge 
Of peril. — Now to the queen. — 
How shall I dare to meet her thus unknown ! 
How stifle the wann transports of my heart. 
That pants at her approach ! — ^who waits the oucr.u > 
Who waits Zaphira ? 

Enter Semira. 

Selim. Tell the queen, I come 
On message from her dear, departed son ^ 
And bring his last request. [Exit Skmira 

O^ ill dissembling lieart ! — ^my ev'ry limb 
Trembles with grateful terror ! 
Some look, or starting tear. 
Will sure betray me — honest guile, assist 
Hy fidt'rihg tongue ! 

Enter Zaphira. 
Zaph, Where is this pious Strang ? 
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Say« generous youths whose pitv leads thee thus 
To seek the weeping inansions of distress ? 
Didst thou behold in death my hapless son } 
Did he remember me } 

Selim. Most honoured queen ! 
Thy son^ — forgivt these gushing tears that flow 
To see distress like thine ! 

Zaph, I thank thy pity ! 
'Tls generous thus to feel fi>r otha^* woe ! — 
What of my son ? say^ didst thou see him die ) 

Selm, By Barbarossa*s dread command I oame. 
To tell thee^ that these eyes alone beheld 
Thy son expire. 

Zaph, Relentless £ite ! — ^that I should be deoiod 
The mournful privilege to see him die ! 
To dasp him in the agony of deaths 
And catch his parting sotd ! Oh^ tdl me all. 
All that he said and look*d ; deep in my heart 
That I may treasure ev'ry parting wowi. 
Each dying whisper of my dear, dear"son ! 

Selim. Let not my words offend. — ^What if he said, 
Go, tell my hapless mother, that her tears 
Have stream'd too long : then bid her weep no more : 
Bid her forget the husband and the son. 
In Barbarossa's arms ! 

Zaph. O, basely false ! 
Thou art some creeping slave to Barbarossa^ 
S'^nt to surprise my unsuspecting heart ! 
Vile slave, begone ! — my son betray me thus ! — 
Could he have e*er conceiv'd so base a purpose. 
My griefs for him should end in great disdain !-^ 
But he vras brave, and scom'd a thought so Tile ! 
Wretched Zaphira ! how art thou become 
The sport of slaves ! — 

Selim. Yet hope for peace, unhappy queen ! tbj 
woes 
May yet have end. 

Zaph. Why weep'st \hou, crocodile } 
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Thy treacherous tears are rain. 

Selim. My tears are lipuest. 
I axn not what thou thiiik'st. 

Zap/i. Wliat art thou then? -:._. 

Selim. Oh> my ML heart! — I ain — thy fiiend^ and 
Selim's 
I come not to insult, hut heal thy woes- 



Now check thy heart's wild tumult^ while I tell 
Perhaps — ^thy son yet lives. 

Zaph. Lives ! oh, gracious heav'n ! 
Do I not dream ! say, stranger, — didst thou tell m^. 
Perhaps my Selim lives } — ^what do I ask ! 
Wild, wild, and fruitless hope ! — what mortal pow'r 
Can e'er reanimate his mangled corse,^ 
Shoot life into the cold and silent tomb^ 
Or bid the ruthless grave give up its dead ! 

Selim, O, pow'rfiil nature ! thou wilt sure betray 
me I lAside/ 

Thy Selim lives •. for since his rumour'd death, 
I saw him at Oran. 

Zaph, O, generous youth, who art thou ? 

Selim. A friendless youth, self-banish'd with thy sob -, 
Long his compaxiion in distress and danger : 
One who rever'd thy worth in prosperous days. 
And more reveres thy virtue in distress. 

Zaph. O, gentle stranger ! — mock not my woes. 
But tell me truly, — does my Selim live } 

Selim. He does, by heav'n ! 

Zaph, O generous heav'n ! thou at length o'er 
pay'st 
My bitterest pangs, if my dear Selim lives ! 
And does he still remember 
His Other's wrongs, and mine ? 

Selim, He bade me teU thee. 
That in his heart indelibly are stamp'd 
His father's wrongs, and thine: that he but waits 
Till awful justice may unsheath her sword. 
Tbht, till ihe amval of that happy hovar. 
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Deep in his soul the hidden fire shall gkm. 
And his breast labour with the great revenge ! 

Zaph. Eternal blessings crown my virtuous son ! 

Selini. Much honoured queen, farewell. 

Zaph, Not yet, — not yet 5 — iiftdulge a mother's love! 
In thee, the kLid companion of his griefe, 
Methinks I see my SeUm stand before me. 
Depart not yet. A thousand fcffid requests 
Crowd on my mind. Wishes, and pray*rs, and tears. 
Are all I have to give. O, bear him these ! 

Selim, Take cosnfort then -, for know, thy sum, a*er* 
joy'd 

To rescue thee, would bleed at ev'ry vein ! 

'' Bid her," he said, '* yet hope we may be blessed J 

Bid her remember that the ways of heaven. 

Though dark, are just : that oft some guardian pow'r 

Attends, unseen, to save the innocent ! 

But if high heaven decrees our £all !— oh, bid her 

Firmly to wait the stroke, prepar'd alike 

To live or die !" And then he wept as I do. 

Zaph. O, righteous heaven ! 
Protect his tender years ! 
Be thou his guide through dang-ers and distress ; 
Soften the rigours of his cruel exile. 
And lead him to his throne ! [ExU. 

Selini. Now swelling heart. 
Indulge the luxury of grief ! flow tears I 
And rain down transport in the shape of sorrow ! 
Yes, I have sooth'd her woes 3 have found her nobl^ : 
And, to have giv'n this respite to her pangs, 
O'erpays aU pain and peril ! — pow'rfiil virtue ! 
How infinite thy joys, when even thy griefe 
Are pleasing ! — ^thou, superior to the fix)wns 
Of fate, canst pour thy sunshine o'er the soul. 
And brighten woe to rapture ! 

Enter Othman and Sadi. 
Honour'd friends V 
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How goes the night ? 

Saai. 'Tis weU nigh midnif^t. 

Oth, What ! in tears, my pnnoe ! 

Selim, But tears of joy : for I have seen Zaphtra, 
And poiur'd the foalm of peare into her breast : 
ThinK not these tears unnerve me, valiant fiiouis ; 
They have but harmonized my soid ; and wak'd 
All that is man within me» to disdain 
Peril, or death. — Wliat tidings from the dty > 

Sadi. All, all is ready. Our confederate friends 
Bum with impadenoe till the \/iowr arrive. 

Selim. What is the signal of th' appointed hour > 

Sadi. The midnight Wch gives signal of our meet- 
ing: 

And when the second watch of night is rung. 
The woric of death b^ins. 

Selim, Speed, speed ye minutes ! 
Now let the rising whirlwind shake Algiers, 
And justice guide the storm. 
Let your zeal hasten on the great event : 
The tyrant's daughter found, and knew me here. 
And half suspects the cause. 

Oth. Too daring prince. 
Retire with us -, her foars will sure betray thee. 

Selim, What ! leave my helpless mother here a prey 
To cruelty and lust — I'll perish first ; 
This very ni^t the tyrant threatens violence -, 
m watch his steps ^ I'll haunt him through the 

palace; 
And, should he meditate a deed so vile, 
I'll hover o'er him like an luiseen pestilence. 
And blast him in his guilt ! 

Sadi. Intrepid prince ! 
Worthy of empire ! — yet accept my life. 
My worthless lifo ; do thou retire with Othman ; 
I will protect Zaphira. 

Selim. Think'st thou, Sadi, 
That when: the trying hpui: of peril comeB, 
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Sdim will shrink into a comipon man ! 
Worthless were he to rule who dares not cbiin 
Pre-eminence in danger. Urge no more : 
Here shall my station be ', and if I &11^ 
O, friends^ let me have vengeanie ! — tell me now. 
Where is the tyrant ? 

0th, Revelling at the banquet. 

Selim. *Tis good. Now tell me how our pow*n art 

destin'd ? 
Sadi, Near ev'ry port a secret band is potsted; 
By these the watch^l centinels must periki -, 
The rest is easy; for the glutted troops 
lie drown'd in sleep ; the dagger*s cheapest prey. 
Almanzor with his ^ends^ will circle roimd 
The avenues of the palace. Othman and I 
Will join our brave confederates (all sworn 
To conquer or to die,) and burst the gates 
Of this fold dea. Then tremble^ Barbarosaa . 

Selim. Oh^ how the approach ot this great hour 
Fires all my soul ; but, valiant friends, I charge you. 
Reserve the murd'rer to my just revenge j 
My poignard claims his blood. 

0th, Forgive me, prince ! 
Forgive my doubts ; — think — should the fair Irene — 

Selim. Thy doubts are vain. I would ix)t spare the 
tyrant. 
Though the sweet maid lay weeping at my feet j 
Nay, should he fall by any hand but mine. 
By heav*n, I'd think my honour'd father's blood 
Scarce half reveng'd ! my love, indeed, is strong ; 
But love shall yidd to justice. 

Sadi. Gallant prince. 
Bravely resolv'd. 

Selim, But is the city quiet ? 

Sadi, All, all is hush'd. Throughout the empty 
streets. 
Nor voice, nor sound ; as if the inhabitants. 
Xike the prega^ng hetds iVvxy.! ^^^ek the coveit 
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Ere the loud thunder rolls, had inly felt 
And shunned th* impending uproar. 

0th. There is a solemn horror in the hight, too^ 
'Fhat pleases me ; a general pause through nature ; 
rhe winds are hush'd — ^ 

SadL And as I pass'd the beach, 
rhe lazy billow scarce could lash the shore ; 
No star peeps through the firmament of heav'n — 

Selim, Adid, lo ! where eastward^ o'er the sulka 
WBve> 
rhe waning moon> deprived of half her orb^ 
Rises in blood ; her beam, well nigh extinct 
Faintly contends with darkness— [Bell tolls. 

Hark ! — ^wfaat meant 
That tolling bell > 

Olh, It sounds the midnight watch. 

Sadi. Hiis was the signal — 
Come^ Othman^ we are called ', the passing minutes ' 
Chide our dday^ brave Othman^ let us hence. 

Selim. One last embrace !-*-iior dpubt^ but crown *d 
with glory. 
We soon shall meet again. But, oh, remember— 
Amid the tumult's rage, remember mercy -, 
Stain not a righteous cause with guiltless blood ! 
Wam.our brave friends, that we Unsheath the sword. 
Not to destroy, but save — ^nor let blind zeal. 
Or want(Xi cruelty, e'er turn its edge 
On age or innocence ; or bid us stnl&e 
"Where the most pitying angel in the skies. 
That now looks oa us from his bless'd abode. 
Would wish that we should spare. 

Olh. So may we prosper. 
As mercy shall direct us ! 

Selim, Farewell, friends ! 

Sadi. Intrepid pqnce, farewell ! 

[Exeunt Othman ajid Sadi. 

SeUm, Now sleep and silence 
Brood o'er the dty. — ^The devoted centine? 
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Now takes his lonely stand, and idly dreanis 

Of that to-morrow he shall never see. 

In this dread aiterval, O busy thought,, 

Frotn outward things descend into Siysdf — 

Search deep my heart -, bring with thee ai^^iit oab« 

science, 
And firm resolve ; that, in th* approaching liouy 
Of blood and horror, I may stand unmoved ; 
Nor fear to Strike where justice caUs, nor dM 
To strike where she forbids. 
Witness, ye pow'rs of heav'n> 
That not from you, but from the murd'rer^a eye^ 
I wrap myself in night. — To you I stand 
Reveal'd in noon-tide day. — Oh, could I ann 
My hand with pow'r ! then, like to yoi^ arrayed 
In storm and fire, my swift-avenging liiunder 
Should blast this tyrant. But auice &te denieB 
That privilege, I'll seiae on what it gives 5 
Like the deep-cavem'd earthquake, burst beneath him. 
And Wnci^n Lis throne, his empire^ and hknsdf. 
In one prodigious ruin. lExit 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCBNB I. 



An apartment in the palace, 

^nter Ibene and Aladin. 

Irene. But didst thou tell him, Aladin, my feara 
Brook no delay. 
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Aladini I did. 

Irene. A^Tiy comes he not ! 
Oh, what a dreadful dream ! — ^^'tis surely more 
Than troubled fency ; never was my soul 
Shook with such hideous phantoms. — Still he lingers ! 
Return, return ; and tell him, that his daughter 
Dies, tUl she warn him of his threat'ning ruin. 

Aladin. Behold, he comes. \^Exit Aladin 

Enter Barbarossa and Guards. 

Bar, Thou bane of all my joys ! 
Some gloomy planet surely rul*d thy birth. 
Ev'n now thy iU-tim*d fear suspends the banquet. 
And damps the festalliour. 

Irene. Forgive my fear. 

Bar. What fear, what phantom hath possessed thy 
todn> 

Irene. Oh, guard thee from the terrors of this night ; 
For terrors lurk unseen. ^ 

Bar. What terror > speak. 
Say what thou dread*st, and why ! I liave a soul 
To meet the blackest dangers undismfty'd. 

Irene. Let not my father check, with stfflU rebuke. 
The wamkig voice of nature. For ev'n now, 
Retir'd to rest, soon as I clos'd mine eyes, 
A horrid vision rose — ^methought I saw 
Young Selim rising from the silent tomb : 
Dreadful he shook a dagger in his hand. 
By some mysterious pow'r he rose in air j 
When, lo ! at his command, this yawning roof 
Was deft in twain, and gave the phantom entrance. 
Swift he descended with terrific brow, 
Hush'd on my guardless fiither at the banquet. 
And plung'd his fiirious dagger in thy breast. 

Bar. Wouldst thou appal me by a brain-sick i^Aoa) 
Get thee to rest. ^ 

Irene, Yet hear me, dearest &ther. 

Bar. PiDvoke me not.— 
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Irene, Merdful heav'n^ instruct me what lo do ! 

Enter Aladin. 

Bar. \\liat means thy looks }«-why dost then gaze 
so wildly? 

Alad'm, I hasted to inform thee^ that ev*n now. 
Rounding the watch, I met the brave Abdalla, 
Breatliless with tidings- of a runoour dark, 
Tliat young Selim is yet alive — 

Bar, May plagues consume the tongue 

That broached the &lsehood ! — 'tis not possible 

What did he tell thee further ? 

Aladin, More he said not : 
Save only, that the spreading rumour wak*d 
A spirit of revolt. 

Irene, O gracious &tber ! 

Bar, The rumour's felse — and yet, your coward 
fears 
Infect me — ^what ! — shall I be terrified 
By midnight visions — I'll not believe it. 

Aladin. But this gathering rumour- 
Think but on that, my lord. 

Bar. Infernal darkness 
Swallow the slave that rais'd it ! — hark thee, Aladin 
See that the watch be doubled 5 
Find out this stranger, Achmet 5 and forthwith 
Let him be brought before me. [Exeunt two Guards 

Irene. O my fether ! 
I do conjure thee, as thou lov'st thy life. 
Retire, and trust thee to thy faithful guards — 
See not this Achmet. 

Bar, Not see him ! forthwith bring the slave before 
mej 
If he prove felse, — if hated Sdim live, 
I'U heap such vengeance on him- 

Irene. Mercy ! mercy ! 

Bar. Mercy — to whom ? 

Irene. To me — and to thyself > 
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To him — to all. — Thou think'st I rave ; yet true 
My visions are, as ever prophet utter'd 
When heaven inspires his tongue. 

Bar. Ne'er did the moon-struck madman rave with 
di'eams 
More wild than thine. — Get thee to rest j ere yet 
Thy folly wakes my rage. Call Achmet hither. 

Irene. Thus prostrate on my knees : — O see him 
not, 
Sdim is dead : — indeed the rumour's felse. 
There is no danger near j — Or, if there be, 
Achmet is innocent. 

Bar. Off, frantic wretch ! 
This ideot dream hath tum*d her brain to madness. 
Hence to thy chamber, till returning morning 
Hath calm'd this tempest — on thy duty, hence ! 

Irene. Yet hear the voice of caution. Cruel fate ! 
What have I done ! — heav'n shield my dearest father ! 
Heaven shield the innocent-r-undone Irene ! 
Whate'er the event, thy doom is paisery. lExit Irenb. 

Bar. Her words are wrapt in darkness. — ^Aladiuj 
Forthwith send Achmet hither. — Then with speedy 
Double the centinels. [^Exit Aladik 

Infernal guilt ! 

How dost thou nse in dv'ry hideous shape. 
Of rage and doubt, suspicion and despair. 
To i^end my soul. Why did I not 
Hepent, while yet my crimes were delible ; 
£re they had struck their coloiu^ thro* my soul. 
As black as night or heU — 'tis now too late. 
Take me all, 

Unfeeling guilt ! oh, banish, if thou canst. 
Tins fell remorse, and ev'ry fruitless fear. 

Enter Selim and two Guards. 

Come hither, slave ; 

Hear me, and tremble. Art thou what thou seem'tl^. 
S^lim.^ Ha !— 

x>3 
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&r. Dost thou pause? — ^by hell^ the slaTe's oob- 
' founded. 

Selim. That Barbarossa should suspect my truth. 

Bar, Take heed ! for by the hov'ring pow'rs of ven- 
geanoe^ 
If I do find thee treacherous, I will doom thee 
To death and torment^ such as human thought 
Ne'er yet copceiv'd. Thou com*st beneath the guise 
Of Selim's murderer. — ^Now tell me : — ^is not 
That Selim yet alive ? 

Selim. Selim alive ! 

Bar. Perdition on thee ! dost thou echo me ? 
Answer me quicks or die ! [Draws his dagger, 

Selim, Yes, freely strike — 
Already hast thou given this fetal wound. 
And pierced my heart with thy unkind suspicion ; 
Oh, could my dagger find a tongue to teU 
How deep it drank his blood ! — ^but since thy doubt 
Thus wrongs my zeal^ — ^behold my breast — strike 

here — 
For bold is innocence. 

Bar, I scom the task, [Puts up his dagger. 

Time shall decide thy doom : — guards^ mark me 

well. — 
See that ye \^tch the motions of this slave j 
And if he meditates t* escape your eye, 
Let your good sabres cleave him to the chine. 

Selim. I yield me to thy will, and when thou 
know'st 
That Selim lives, or see'st his hated fece. 
Then wreak thy vengeance on me. 

Bar, Bear him hence. — 
Yet^ on your lives, await me within call. — 

[Exeunt Selim and Guards. 
Call Zaphira. [Exit a Slatb. 

If Selim lives — ^then what is Barbarossa > 
My throne's a bubble, that but floats in air. 
Till marriage rites declare Zaphira mine. 
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I wiU not brook dday. — By love and vei^;Qanicc;9 
This hour decides her &te. 



Enter Zaphira. 

Well, haughty feir ! — 

Hath reason yet subdued thee? — ^Wilt thou hetff 

The voice of love ? 

Zaph. Why dost thou vainly uige me } 
Thou know*st my fix'd resolve. 

Bar, Can aught but phrensy 
Rush on perdition } 

Zaph, Therefore shall no pow*r 
E*er make me thine ? 

Bar, Nay, sport not vdth my rage : 
Know, that thy final hour of choice is AX>me. 

Zaph. I have no choice. — ^Think*st thou I e'er will 
wed 
The miuderer of my lord ? 

Bar, Take heed, rash queen ! 
TcU me thy last resolve. 

Zaph, Then hear me, Heav'n I 
Hear^ all ye pow'rs, that watch o'er innocence ! 
Angels of light ! And thou dear honoured shade 
Of my departed lord : .attend, while he;pe 
I ratify with vows my last resolve. 
If e'er I wed this tyrant murderer. 
If I pollute me with this horrid union. 
May ye, the ministers of Ueav*n, depart. 
Nor ^ed your influence on the guilty scene ! 
May horror blacken all our days and nights ! 
May discord light the nuptial torch ! and rismg fiendi 

in triumph howl 
Aiound th* accursed bed ! 

Bar. B^one, remorse ! — 
€ruards do your office : Drag her to the altar— 
Heed not her tears or cries. — 

[Guards go to $elxe Zafhzra, 
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Zaph. O spare me ? — Heav'n protect me ! — O my 

Wert thou but here^ to save thy helpless mother ! — 
What shall I do ? — ^Undone, undone Zaphira ! 

Enter Selim, and Guardt, 

Selim. Who called on Aduuet?— Did not Baiha- 
rossa 
Require me here ? 

Bar. Officious slave^ retire ! 
I call'd thee not. 

Zaph. O kind and gen*rous stranger^ lend tiiy aid! 
O rescue me from these impending horrors ! 
Heav'n will reward thy pity ! 

Selim. Pity her woes, O mighty Barbaroani ! 

Bar. Rouse not my vengeance, sliive ! 

Relm. O hear me, hear me ! \Km^. 

Bar. Curse on thy forward zeal ! 

Selim. Yet, yet have mercy. 

[Lays hold o/'Barbarossa's garment. 

Bar. Presuming slave, b^one ! [Strikes Selim. 

Selim. Nay, then, -die, tyrant ! 

[Rises and aims to stab Barbarossa, who wrests 
his dagger from him. 

Bar. Ah, trakor ! have I caught tliee ? 
Hold — forbear. [to Slaves, who offer to kill Selibc 
Kill him not yet — I will have greater vengeance. 
Perfidious wretch, who art thou ? — ^Bring the rack : 
Let that extort the secrets of his heart. 

Selim. Thy impious threats are lost ! I know, that 
death 
And torments are my doom. — ^Yet, ere I die, 
I'll strike thy soul with horror. — Off, vile habit ! 
If thou dar'st. 

Now view me ! — Hear me, tyrant ! — while, withToioe 
More terrible than thimder, I proclaim. 
That he, who aim'd the dagger at thy heart. 
Is Selim! 
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Zaph, O Heav'n ! my son ! my son ! IFcunts, 

Selim. Unhappy mother ! [Aura« to embrace her. 

Bar, Tear them asunder. [Guards separate them, 

Selim. Barb'rous^ barbarous rufiians ! 

Bar, Slaves^ seize the traitor. 

[They offer to seize him, 

Seiim, Off, ye vile slaves ! I am your king ! — Re- 
tire, 
And tremble at my frowns ! That is tlie traitor — 
That is the murderer — ^tyrant ravisher ! Seize him. 
And do your country right. 

Bar, Ah, coward dogs ! 
Start ye at words ?— or seize him, or by hell. 
This dagger sends you all [They seize him, 

Selim, Dost thou revive, unhappy queen ! 
Now arm my soul with patience. 

Zaph, My dear son ! 
Do I then live, once more to see my Selim. 
But. oh — to see thee thus I — 

Selim. Canst thoii behold 
Her speechless agonies, and not relent } 

Bar. At length revenge is mine 1 slaves, force her 
hence ! 

Selim. Lo, Barbarossa! thou at length has con- 
quered ! 
Behold a hapless prince, overwhelmed with woes, 

[Kneeh^ 
Prostrate before thy feet ! — ^not for myself 

1 plead Yes^ plunge the dagger in my breast ! 

Tear, tear me piecemeal ! But, oh, spare Zaphira ! 
Yet — yet relent ! force not her matron honour ! 
Reproach not Heav'n. 

Bar, Have I then bent thy pride ? 
Why, this is conquest ev'n beyond my hope I— ^ 
lie there, thou skve ! lie, till Zaphira's cries 
Arouse thee from thy posture ! 

Selim, Dost thou insult my griefis? — unmanly 
wretd^! 
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Cone on the tear, that eould betray my limbs, 

[^Rising. 
My coward limbs^ to this dishonest posture. 
Long have I scom*d, I now defy, thy pow'r. 

Bar. I'll put thy boa3ted virtue to the trial. — 
Slaves, bear him to the rack. 

Zaph, O spare my son ! 
Sure filial virtue never was a crime. 
Save but my son ! — ^I yield me to thy wish. 
What do I say ? — ^The marriage vow — O horror !— 
This hour shall make me thine I — 

Selim. What ! doom thyself 
The guilty partner of a murd*rer*s bed. 
Whose hands yet reek with thy dear husband's blood ! 
To be the modier of destructive tyrants: — 
The curses of mankind ! — by Heav'n, I swear. 
The g^ty hour, that gives thee to the arms 
Of that detested murderer, shall end 
rhis hated life ! 

Bar. Or yield thee, or he dies ! 

Zaph. The conflict's past. — I wiU resimie my great- 
ness ; 
We'll bravely die, as we have liv'd, — ^with honour ! 

[^Embracing, 

Selim. Now, tyrant, pom thy fiercest fury on us - 
Now see, despairing guilt, that virtue still 
Shall conquer, tho' in ruin. 

Bar, Drag them hence : 
Her to the altar : — Selim to his fete. 

IGttords seize them. 

Selim. One last embrace ! 
FareweU ! Farewell for ever ! 

[Guards struggle with theriL 

Zaph. One moment yet ! — Pity a mother's pangs ! 
OiSelim! 

Selim, O my mother ! 

[Exeunt Selim, Zaphira^ and Quabm 






ACT THE FIFl'tt 



SCENE I. 



The Palace 



Enter Barbarossa, Aladin, and Guardr. 

Bar, Is the watch douUed ? Are the gates aecur'd 
Against surprise ? 

Aladin. They are, and mock th' attempt 
Of force or treachery. 

Bar, This whisper'd rumour 
Of dark conspiracy 

Seems but a £cdse alarm. Our spies, sent out, 
AfHrm, that deep 
Has wrapp'd the dty. 

Aladin, But while Selim lives> 
Destruction lurks within the pakoe walls. 

Bar, Right, Aladin. His hour of &te approaches. 
How goes the night > 

Aladin. The second watch is near. 

Bar, 'Tis well ; — ^Whene*er it rings, the traitor diei. 
So hath my vnHll ordaln*d-^ril seize the oocasioii 
tVhile I may fairly plead my life's defence. 
Yet first the rack shall rend 
Each secret from his heait. 
Haste seek out OfthmRn : 
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Go, tell him, that destruction and the sword 
Hang o'er young Selim*s head, if swift compliance 
Plead not his pardon. lExU Aladin. 

Stubborn fortitude ! 

Had he not interposed, success hod crowc'd 
My love, now hopeless. — ^Then let vengeance adze 
him. 

Enter Irenb. 

Irene, O night of horror! — ^Hear me, honoor^d 
father! 
If e'er Irene's peace was dear to thee. 
Now hear me ! 

Bar. Impious ! dars*t thou disobey ! 
Did not my sacred will ordain thee hence r 
Get thee to rest ; for death is stirring here. 

Irene, O fetal words ! By ev*iy sacred tie^ 
Recal the dire decree. — 

Barb. What would'st thou say ? 
Whom plead for ? 

Irene. For a brave unhappy prince^ 
Sentene'd to die. 

Bar. And justly ! — But this hour 
The traitor half fulfill'd thy dream, and aim'd 
His dagger at my heart. 

Irene. Wouldst thou not love the child, whose 
fortitude 
Should hazard life for thee ? — Oh, think on that • — 
The noble mind hates not a virtuous foe : 
His gen'rous purpose was to save a mother. 

Bar, Damn'd was his purpose j and accurst art 
thou 
Whose perfidy would save the dark assassin, ' 
"UTio sought thy father*s life. — Hence, from my sighi 

Irene. Oh> never, till thy mercy spare my Selim ! 

Bar. ThySdim? Thme? 

Irene^ TTiou knows't — by gratitude 
He*B mine — ^Had not his ^en'rous hand redeem*d m^ 



What then had been Ireoe? Oh! but flpai^ Die 

gen'rons youth. 
Who say*d me from dishonour. 

Bat, Bythepow*rs 
Of great revenge, thy fond oitreaties seal 
His instant de^. — ^In him I'll punish thee. — 
Away! 

Irene. O Selim ! — generous youth ! — ^how have my 
fbars 
Betrayed thee to destruction ! 
Inhuman i&ther ! — Generous, injured prince ! 
Metlunks I see thee stretched upon the radc. 
Hear thy exfuring groans : — O horror ! honor ! 
What shall I do to save him ! — Vain, alas ! 
Vain are my tears and pray'rs — ^At least, 1*11 die. 
Death shall unite us yet ! lExit Irbnb, 

Bar, O torment ! torment ! 
£v*n in the midst of pow*r ! — the vilest slave 
More happy fer than I ! — ^the very child. 
Whom my bve dierish*d from her infiint years. 
Conspires to blast my peace ! — O &lse ambition, 
Whitiier hast thou hir'd me ! 
£y*n to this giddy height ; ivhere now I stand. 
Forsaken, comfortless, with not a friend. 
In whom my soyl can trust. 

Enter Aladin. 

Now, Aladin, 

Hast thou seen Othman ? 

He will not, sure, conspire agamst my peace ? 

Jladin. He's fled, my lord. I dr^ some luridng 
ruin. 
The centinel on watch says, that he pass'd 
The gate, since midnight, with an unknown friend : 
And, as they pass*d, Othman in whisper said^ 
Now fiireweU, bloody tyrant ! 

Bar: Slave thou liest. 
He did not dwne to lay it; c»r, if he 4id^ 
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"Why dost tbou wound my ear 

By the foul lepetition ? 

What's to be done ? Some mischief luiks ilnaeen. 

Aladin. Prevent it then — 

Bar. By Sdim's instant death — 
Is the rack prepared ? 

Aladin. *Tis ready. 
Along the ground he lies^ o*erwhehn*d with chains 
The ministers of death stand roimd -, and wait 
Thy last command. 

Bar. Once more 1*11 try to bend 
His stubborn soul. — Conduct me forthwith to him f 
And if he now refuse my profier'd kindness^ 
Destruction swallows him I [Exewu, 



SCENE II. 

A prison in the palace, 

Selim discovered in Chains, Executionebs^ Om^ 

CERS, 8fc. and rack, 

Selim. I pray you, friends. 
When I am dead, let not indignity 
Insult these poor remains 3 see them lnterr*d 
Close by my father's tomb. I ask no more. 

OJi. They shall. 

Selim. How goes the night ? 

OJi. Thy hour of fete. 
The second watch, is near. 

Selim. Let it come on : 
I am prepared. 

Enter Barbaros^a. 

Bar. So— raise him fiY)m the ground. 

[They raise him. 
Perfidious boy ! behold the just rewards 
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Of guilt and treachery ! didst thou not eive 
Thy forfeit life, whene'er I should behdfd 
Selim's detested &ce ? 

Selim, Then take it^ tyrant. 

Bar. Didst thou not aim a dagger at my heart ? 

Selim. I did. 

Bar. Yet heav*n defeated thy intent 3 
And sav'd me from the dagger. 

Selim. *Tis not oiurs 
Xo question heav'n. Th' intent and not the deed 
Is in our pow'r ^ and therefore who dares greatly. 
Does greatly. 

Bar. Yet bethink thee, stubborn boy, 
WhBt horrors now surround thee — 

Selim. Think'st thou, tyrant, 
1 came so iU prepared ? 
He who can bravely dare, can bravely suffer. 

Bar. Yet, lo, I come, by pity led, to spare thee 
Relent, and save Zaphira 3 — for the bell 
Ev'n now expects the centind to toll 
The signal of thy death. 

Selim. Let guilt like thine 
Tremble at death : I scorn its darkest frown. 
Hence, tyrant, nor pro&ne my dying hour. 

Bar. Then take thy wish. IBell toUt 

There goes the &tal knell. 
Thy &te is seal'd. — ^Not all thy mother's tears. 
Nor pray'rs, nor eloquence of grief, shall save thee 
From instant death. * 
Yet, ere the assassin die 
Let tormoit wring each secret from his heart. 
The traitor, Othman, is fledj-^rconspiracy 
Lurics iu the womb of night, and threatens ruin. 
Spare not the rack, nor cease, till it extort 
The lurking tieason. [Exit Barbarossa. 

Selim. Come on, then. [They bind him. 

Begin thjs work of death— what ! bound with cords 
Uke a v3e criminal ! — O va&uit finends^ 



When will ye give me vengeance ? 

£n<er Irens. ' 

Irene, Stop, O, stop ! 
Hold your accarsed hands !— on me^ on me 
Pour all your torments. — How shall I approadi tfiee. 

Selim, These are thy fether's gifts ! — yet thou art 
guiltless ; 
Then let me take thee to my hearty thou best 
Most amiable of women ! 

Irene, Rather curse me. 
As the betrayer of thy virtue ! 

Selim, Ah! 

Irene, *Twas I, — my fears, my frantic fears, betray'd 
thee! 
Thus, falling at thy feet, may I but hope 
For pardon ere I ^e ! 

Setim. Hence to thy fether. 

Irene, Never, O never ! — crawling in the dust, 
I'll dasp thy feet, and bathe them with my tears f 
Tread me to earth ! I never will complain ; 
But my last breath shall bless thee ! 

Selim, Lov'd Irene ! 
What hath my fury done ? 

Irene, Canst thou, then. 
Forgive and pity me ? 

Selim, I do, I do. 

Irene, On my knees 
Thus let me thank thee, generous, injur'd prince ! 
O earth and heav'n ! that such unequall'd worth 
Should meet so hard a fete ! — ^that I — that I — 
Whom his love reseu'd from the depth of woe. 
Should be th* accurst destroyer ! — strike, in pity. 
And end this hated life ! 

Selim, Cease, dear Irene. 
Submit to heaven's high will. — ^I charge thee live ; 
And, to thy utmost pow'r, protect from wroi^ 
My helpless^ friendless mother ! 
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IrCTic. With my life 
1*11 shield her from eadi wrong. — ^That hope alone 
Can tempt me to prolong a life of woe ! 

Selim, O my ungovem*d rage ! — to frown on thee I 
Thus let me expiate the cruel wrong, [Embracing, 
And mingle rapture with the pains of death ! 

Offi. No more — ^prepare the rack. 

Irene, Stand off, ye fiends ! here will I ding. 
No pow*r on earth shall part us, 
mi I have sav*d my Selim. 

[ lA shout Claihing of sword$, 

Offi. Hark ! What noise 
Strikes on mine ear ! [ShonU, 

Selim, Again ! 

Aladin. [Without!] Arm, arm I — ^Treach'ry and 
murder! [Executionen go to seize Selim. 

Selim, Off, slaves !— or I will turn my chains to 
arms. 
And dash you pieoe-meal ! 

Enter Aladin. 

Aladin. Where is the king } 
The foe pours in. 

Offi. Death and ruin ! 
Follow me, slaves, and save him. 

[Exeunt Aladin, Officbr, and Guards. 

Selim. Now, bloody tyrant ! Now, thy hour is come ! 

Irene. Whom dost thou mean } my father } 

Selim, Yes : thy £&ther. 
Who murder*d mine ! 

Irene. Is there no room for mercy ? 
Must he then die ? 

Let me but see my father ere he perish ! 
Let me but pay my parting duty to him. 

IClash of swords. 
Hark ! *twas the dash of swords 1 heav*D save my 

&ther! 
O crud^ cruel Selim ! {Exit Irbnk. 
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Selim. Curse on this servile chain, that tnnds me fiist 
In powerless ignominy ; while my sword 
Should haunt its prey, and cleave the tyrant down ! 

0th. ^Without.'] Where is the prince ? 

Selim, Here, Othman, bound to earth ! 
Set me but finee 3— -O cursed^ cursed chain ! 

Enter Othman and party, who free Selim. 

0th, O my brave prince ! — ^heav'n &vours our de- 
sign. {^Embraces him. 
Take that :•'— -I need not bid thee use it nobly. 

[^Giving him a tword, 

Selim. Now, Barbarossa, let my arm meet thine : 

Tis all I ask of heav*n. [Exit Selim. 

0th, Guard ye the prince — [Part go out. 

Pursue his steps. — Now this way let us turn. 

And eefk the tyrant. [Exeunt Othman, ^c. 

SCENE III. 

A court in the palace. 
Enter Barbarossa. 

Bar. Empire is lost, and life : yet brave reirenge 
Shall dose my life in glory. 

Enter Othman. i 

Have I found thee. 
Dissembling traitor ? — ^Die ! — 

[They fight. — ^Barb./o/^s. 

Enter Selim and Sadi. 

Selim. The foe gives way : sure this way went the 
storm. 
Where is the tiger fled ?— What do I see ! 
Sadi, Algiers is free ! 
0th. This sabre did tlie deed 1 
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Selim, I Goyj thee the blow ! — yet valour sooms 
To wound the feUen. — ^But if life remain^ 
I win speak daggers to his guilty soul — 
Hoa ! Barbarossa ! tyrant^ murderer ! 
*Ti8 Sdim^ Selim calls thee. 

Bar, OS, ye fiends ! 
Torment me not !— O SeHm art thou there !— 
Swallow me,, earth ! 
Oh, that I ne*er had wrong*d thee ! 

Selim. Dost thou then 
Repent thee of thy crimes ? — ^He does, he does ! 
He grasps my hand — see the repentant |ear 
Starts fixim his eye !— -dost thou indeed repent } 
Why then 1 do migive thee : fkom my soul 
I freely do forgive thee ! — and if crimes, 
Abhorr*d as tMne, dare plead to heav*n for mercy, — 
May heav*n have mercy on thee. 

Bar, Generous Selim ! 
Too good — I have a daughter. — Oh ! protect her ! 
liCt not my crimes — [Die*. 

0th. There fled the guilty soul ! 

Selim. Haste to the dty — stop the rage of slaughter. 
Tell my brave people, that Algiers is free 5 
And tyranny no more. ^Exeunt Guards. 

Enter Zaphira. 

Zaph. What mean these horrors? — ^wheresoe'er I 
turn 
My trembling steps, I find some dying wretch, 
Wdt'ring in gore ! — And dost thou live, my Selim ! 

Selim, Lo, there he lies ! 

Zaph, The tyrant slain ! O righteous heav'n ! 

Selim, Behold thy valiant friends. 
Whose Mth and courage have o*erwhelm*d the pow'r 
Of Barbarossa. Here, once more, thy virtues 
Shall dignify the throne, and bless thy people. 

Zaph, Just are thy ways, O heav*n ! — ^vain terrors, 
hence ! 
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Once more Zaphira*s blest ! — my yiriuoiu» son^ 
How shall I e*er repay thy boundless love ! 
Thus let me snatch thee to my longing arms. 
And on thy bosom weep my griefs away ! 

Selim. O happy hour ! — ^happy, beyond the flight> 
Ev'n of my ardent hope ! — look down, blest shade. 
From the bright realms of bliss ! — behold thy queen 
Unspotted, Unseduc'd, unmov'd in virtue. 
Behold the tyrant prostrate at my feet ! 
And to the mem'ry of thy bleeding wrongs. 
Accept tlus sacrifice. 

Zaph. My generous Selim ! 

Selim, Where is Irene ? 

Sadi. With looks of wildness, and distracted mien. 
She sought her &ther where the tumult rag^d. 
She pass'd me, while the coward Aladin 
Fled from my sword ; and as I cleft him down. 
She fainted at the sight. 

0th. But soon recover'd ; 
Zamor, our trusty friend, at my command, 
Convey'd the weeping fair one to her chamber. 

Selim. Thanks to thy generous care : — conie, let us 
seek 
Th* afflicted maid. 

Zaph. Her virtues might atone 
For all her fether's guilt ! — Thy throne be her^ : 
She merits all thy love. 

Selim. Then haste, and find her. — O'er her &ther*9 
crimes 
Pity shall draw her veil j nay, half absolve them, 
W^en she beholds the virtues of his child ! 
Now let us thank th* eternal pow'r : convinc'd. 
That heav'n but tries our virtue by affliction 5 
That oft the doud, which wraps tiie present hour. 
Serves but to brighten all our future days ! 

[Exeunt omnes. 
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